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Deception 


The house was stunning. It stood two stories high € was made mostly out of brick, with a black roof top Ẹ a 
large, enclosed back porch. It was gorgeous where they had moved. They lived way out in the rocky, hilly rural 
area right on the outskirts of town. They had a great view of the valley of trees beneath them from ontop of 
the hill where their house sat. Within the valley was a slim trail of a river, which seemed to flow € lead all 
the way out to the mountains. 


It had been close to three months since Mike, Layne, € Trinity moved here, all the way out to the gorgeous 
state of Colorado. You would think they would be a little homesick, but that assumption was far from being 
true. They loved it here. 

They've grown accustomed to hiking. Sometimes Layne would head out to the trails with his canon camera € 
shoot photography. It was a great match for Trinity, considering his photos had inspired her to take up painting 
again. 


Everything really seemed to be looking up for the trio. 


But there was something off about Mike.. 


9 EE EK 


The thin brunette shakily shut € locked the door of his bedroom. Layne € Trinity were out on a date, but he 
still couldn't help but to be paranoid. A wireless home phone was clenched tight in his sweaty, clammy palm. 
When he finally reached the phone up to his ear, a cringe clenched tight at the sound of her high-pitched 


twang of a voice. 
"Mike..? Are you there?" The voice commenced on the other line. 


A light sigh wisped from his cracked lips. "Yeah, sis, l'm here," he moaned dryly. Those long, skinny legs led him 
to his bed. Almost involuntarily, his body collapsed upon the mattress. He was exhausted. He hadn't slept all 
night. His thoughts wouldn't allow him to. They kept stirring € scrambling in his brain, constantly reminding him 


of all of his previous mistakes. Constantly reminding him that he was, indeed, a complete € utter failure. 


He tried his best to drown the thoughts out, to distract himself. But nothing seemed to work. It was as if he 


couldn't even control his own thoughts, his own brain.he couldn't control himself. 


"Ummm... Mike..2" Melinda's voice sounded again through the telephone. A quiet sigh commenced. "Mike, do | still 


need to worry about you?" 


His body immediately sat up, his limbs now stiff as boards. "Nol" He exclaimed with wide eyes. Quickly, he 


belted out a forced chuckle to try € save himself from suspicion. "What makes you ask a question like that?" 


"You're acting strange," she pointed out. Her voice grew hoarse with concern. "You haven't called in a month. | 
mean, fuck, Mike, you moved a 20 hour drive away from us! The least you could do is call every once in a 


while." 
Mike shrugged his slim shoulders. "I've been busy.’ 


‘Oh, don't give me that crap! You can always give us a ring. Back in the 40's you used to call us all the time 


while on tour." 


Agitation twitched across his face, causing him to rub his temple in a weak attempt to prevent an upcoming 
migraine. Mike's sister didn't seem to care so much about talking to him since his previous relapse on the big 
H. But ever since he moved out of state with Layne € Trinity, Melinda couldn't seem to keep her nose out of 


his business. 
"What are you getting at, Mel?" He growled. 


There was a long pause before she spoke. The silence on the other end of the phone made Mike's stomach 


flutter with anxiety. "Are you still using?" 


Those deep brown eyes shot wide in shock. "No! What the fuck, Mel?! Just because I've been living my own 
goddamn life without giving you a courtesy call, it doesn't mean I've been getting high." 


"You don't have to get all defensive about it," Melinda spat back. "I'm just really worried. | want you to be 
healthy € happy. And you don't seem to be happy at all. At least from what | can tell on the phone..” 


His chest fell. A heavy wave of guilt shuddered through his tired, aching body, causing his brow to curl in 
defeat. "Look, l'm sorry, sis... Mike started. He gulped down his nerves, trying to convince himself that he was 
okay. How was he going to be able to convince his sister if he can't even convince himself? "I've just been 
stressed out. l'm still adjusting to Colorado € trying to rebuild a whole new life out here. I'm trying to get a 
career going here; | can't just continue to mooch off of Layne € his girl. All the while, fighting to stay clean 
It's a lot to take in" 


"I get that, Mike. But you know, you can always talk to me. | know | haven't really been there for you this 
past year. And l'm really sorry about that, | feel horrible. Its just." She paused for a moment. Another 
sigh ensued. "It's just, | couldn't support you while you were back on that junk. Mom € Dad couldn't, either. 
We thought that if we stopped seeing you, you would snap back to your senses Ẹ get back on track.. We just 
didn't know what to do anymore, Mike. We tried interventions, letting you stay with us, help you get into a 
nice 60 day rehabilitation program.everything. We didn’t think you'd be the type to.ummm.. Well, you know..” 
She trailed off, her voice toned down € shaky with anxiety. 


Mike scratched at his brow. "You didn't think I'd have it in me to attempt suicide," he stated, finishing her 
sentence. A grimace stretched along his face at the dreaded 3-syllable word. He couldn't help but to glance 
over at his alarm clock on the dark wash oak night stand beside him. 4 'o clock in the afternoon.. Layne Ẹ 


Trinity are probably going to come back from dinner pretty soon.. 


‘lm sorry to cut this conversation short," he grumbled into the phone. “But it's getting late. | gotta get up 


early tomorrow to go job seeking." 

"Oh, okay," she blurted. She sounded disappointed. "Well, call me back when you can" 

Mike nodded. "Yeah, of course, will do" He got up from his bed, quickly pacing over to his closet. "I love you, 
Mel,” he muttered into the mouth piece of the phone. A grunt grumbled from his throat as he reached up to 


grab a small wooden box from the top shelf in his closet. 


"I love you, too, Mike," she said back warmly. "I'm really proud of you for staying clean, you know? | can only 


fathom how hard it must be. But you're doing a great job." 


His heart sunk to the pit of his stomach at Melinda's words. He felt terrible as they said their good bye's € 
hung up the phone. Still, he unlocked the box ¢ opened it. He popped four white, oblong shaped pills, somehow 
easily gulping it down his gullet without having anything to drink. 


Norcos. 


He needed it. Heck, he deserved it. He had been fighting the temptation to take them for two days straight. 
He wanted to stay clean He really did. He still wants to stay clean. But the cravings are torture. The 


memories € all of the overwhelming, intense emotions that accompanied them was mortifying. 

Of course he feels guilt for still doing it. He's lying to Layne € Trinity, the only people left in his life that was 
still willing to help ¢ support him. He has put up his facade, his wall, once again. To keep himself ‘safe’ from 
persecution. 


Still, even he knew.. 


It's only a matter of time before they find out. 


Brother 


His crystal blue eyes bled with need as they met her emerald green haze. Calloused hands, brought on by 
jamming on the guitar, glided across her soft, velvety skin. Their lips collided once again. It made his heart 
wrestle in his chest, that familiar warmth of love spreading through his body and making him moan with 


pleasure. They made out for a while, just caressing one another. 


They had gotten home at 10:30 at night. Their date lasted longer than usual. Trinity wanted to show him the 
art gallery downtown. She planned on submitting some of her artwork there. Her goal was to sell some of her 


pieces on the side whilst working in the hospital as a psychiatric nurse. 


She enjoyed working with addicts and sufferers of varying mental illnesses on the ward. She never really had 
that experience under her belt, the majority of her career was spent patching patients up in the emergency 
room, either that or working on the detox unit back in Washington state. It gave her even more of a sense of 
purpose and pride to help sufferers of chemical dependency. She got to finally watch them grow more 
strength, get healthy, and actually believe in themselves for once. It was comforting to see some of the 
patients really try to get better. Of course, the job had its downfalls, but overall she loved working there. 


Layne was currently working on writing his own music and getting really into photography. He had his own 
recording studio down in their basement. He was halfway done with his new album. He really wanted Mike to 
join him in the process of it, but his friend didn't seem to want anything to do with music anymore. 


Layne was worried about him. 
There was something wrong. He wasn't acting right. He didn't seem to do much of anything and he mostly 
kept to himself; locked away in his bedroom. Either that or he'd disappear for a couple days, stating that he 


was "job hunting". Layne desperately wanted to believe him, but he knew better than that. 


Mike was his best friend. He could tell when his brother was full of crap. 


Trinity suddenly glided her hands down his lean torso. Her tiny hand grabbed at his crotch, causing him to 
moan and break free from his thoughts. Their bodies pressed up against one another, trinity climbing up on 
top of him to ride him. 


They made love for what seemed like only a few minutes, their bodies trembling with an immense amount of 


euphoria when they finally climaxed. 


Layne giggled after he came into her and peered at the clock on their night stand. "Damn, it's midnight 
already?" He muttered under his breath. 


Trinity curled her naked body up to him. She wrapped her silky arms around him, pecking little kisses along 
the nape of his neck. "Time flies by when you're having fun." she moaned into his ear. She nibbled a bit at it, 


causing Layne to kiss her once more. 


He ran his ringed fingers through her blonde, long hair. His face softened, a grin stretched along his scruffy 
face. "You're so beautiful," he commented as he cupped the side of her rosy cheek 


"| love you, sweetie," she whispered Before she rested her head on his chest, she reached over him to click 


the lamp off on the night stand. 


They both slipped into a dreamless slumber. Lovingly holding onto each other like their lives depended on it.. 


EEEE EE EE EEK 


When Layne got up in the morning, he forced Mike to get out of bed and come outside with him. He didn't 
care that mike seemed bitter about it. He wanted to talk to him, especially since trinity was at work. She had 
a twelve hour shift today. They had plenty of time to chat with one another. 


It was uncomfortably quiet as they both trudged through the trails. The only sound that sliced through the 


air was the crunching of dead leaves underneath their feet. 


It was fall. Layne loved this time of year, especially since they were now residing in Colorado. It was so 
beautiful here. The trees were orange and red. The air was crisp, the aroma of pine overcoming his senses 
and relaxing him. It was nice and cool, too. He was finally able to wear his leather jackets without feeling like 


he was dying in the blistering sun of summer. 


Layne suddenly stopped in his tracks. A pale hand rested on his best friend's shoulder, causing him to turn to 


face the vocalist. 


"Mike," Layne started. He sighed when he caught that look of morbid bitterness. He knew the bassist didn't 
want to talk. Still, he forced himself to continue. "What's going on with you? You're acting weird." 


The brunette sighed as he shoved his tanned hands into the pockets of his German military jacket. He 
hesitated for a moment, pondering on whether or not to tell him. His mouth stretched open, but he couldn't 
seem to form any words, so he simply just shrugged. 


Layne's brow creased with worry. "Come on, man.. You can tell me." He caught another look from Mike. It 


made him uneasy, causing him to scratch a bit at his temple. "l'm your best friend. I'm not gonna judge you." 


"IF | tell you, you'll be pissed off," Mike blurted out. He cringed, mentally swearing at himself due to his blatant 
honesty. 


The blonde tilted his head at him. "What do you mean..2" 

Mike bit his lip. He fidgeted with his hands for a moment. When he peered back up at Layne, his chest 
fluttered with shame. He hated that look of pity splattered all over his friend's face. It made him feel even 
more pathetic. 

‘I'm not doing so good." Mike finally said. 


A pink tongue swiped across Layne's lips. "You're not doing so good with what?" 


His bandmate groaned. "I don't wanna talk about it," he slurred out. He went back to walking down the leaf- 
covered path. Those brown eyes widened when Layne almost violently tugged him back to look at him. 


"Fucking tell me," Layne demanded. He lifted his sunglasses up from his face, those blue eyes piercing through 
him as they narrowed to slits. 


"Fine. I'll fucking tell youl" Mike spat. He spread his arms out as if he was ready and willing to get stabbed in 
the chest by him. "I'm fucking using again! Okay?! You happy now?!" 


Layne's head fell in his hands. He tried his best to contain the anger, his body now shaking. He felt betrayed. 


"Mike." he groaned out when he finally looked back up at him. The bassist had tears standing in his eyes. His 
face was flushed red. He looked completely and utterly ashamed. It caused Layne's heart to ache with 
empathy. A sigh wisped from his parted lips, his eyebrows curled with worry. "Why?" 


Mike shrugged. "I don't know." His eyes sheepishly slid to the ground, anxiously studying his combat boots. 


"Yes you do," Layne growled. He shook his head at him in disbelief. "I thought you were going to try! Goddamnit! 
| fucking knew it!" 


He scratched at his nose. "You can kick me out if you want," he mumbled. His voice was drenched with self 
pity. It caused Layne's heart to drop to the pit of his stomach. "| don't want trinity to see me high. | know 
she'll be pissed off. | know she'll see that | proved her right-that | shouldn't have came here with you guys." 


"How in the heck are you getting it?" Layne went on. His voice was drenched with shock. "You don't know 


anyone here; at least from what I've seen” 


Mike bit back a sick smirk. "There's a plasma center downtown. | met a group there while donating. They hook 
me up with pills and powder." He stopped himself from continuing when he caught a look of disgust from Layne. 
lm not shooting up or anything!" He spat defensively. "I'm just popping it mostly.. | do rails sometimes, but | 


SWEAR, it's not as bad as it used to bel" 


Layne couldn't help but to angrily stomp his foot into the dirt. A grunt of rage gurgled from his throat. His 


face burnt crimson. "It doesn’t fucking matter if you're sticking needles in your arm or not! You fucking IDIOT!" 


Mike's face fell. He didn't know what to say. His scrawny body spun back around towards the house. But before 
he could head back inside, Layne stomped up infront of him and made him stop. 


"What the fuck am | gonna do with you?!" Layne shrieked. His eyebrows were furrowed. The expression on his 
face reflected a combination of worry and frustration. "I can't just kick you out on the streets." Tears rolled 


down his cheek, his hand quickly swiping across his face to dry it. "I love you, man." 


Mike's chest fell when Layne broke down crying. It hurt to know that he was hurting him. Layne had already 
been through so much-he finally was getting his life together. Layne finally seemed happy.. and now he has 
to deal with his fucked up best friend He's no better than Layne's deceased ex, Nicky. It broke his heart and 
made his stomach twist with disgust and self hatred. 


Mike pulled him into a hug. "I'm so sorry Layne." he started. Guilt coursed through his veins when Layne 
started to sob. "I just don't know how to deal with this anymore. | don't know how to live like this, it's been 
too long. I've been doped up for YEARS. For almost half of my life." Suddenly, he started crying with him. His 
slim body shook, his bones rattling beneath his skin He felt so hopeless. "I can't handle these thoughts 
anymore, Layne. My mind won't shut the fuck up. Its torturing me.. | just want to be happy, but my brain 


won't allow me to. So | just want to suppress it, you know?" 


"But it doesn't WORK," Layne spat. He pulled back from Mike, his fingers rubbing at his temples. He had to try 
to calm himself down. "You know that, mike. | KNOW you do. You've admitted it to me multiple times. It only 


makes shit worse." 


Mike chewed on his lip for a while. He didn't really know what to say. Because he didn't want to stop-he had no 
interest in stopping right now. He was tired of trying. He was too vulnerable anymore to fight this demon, to 
continue to be strong. It was constantly gnawing at him, whispering repetitively through his head that he 
couldn't live without it: 


Mike didn't have what Layne did. He didn't have a woman that loved him. He didn't have his own place, he 
didn't have money.. He's lost all respect for himself. He thought he found the right girl when he hooked up 
with Erica. It killed him when she left him all because she thought he had a thick wallet. She only wanted to 
be with him because he was apart of Alice In Chains back in the early 90's. 


He felt unloveable. 


‘Its helping me keep myself from attempting suicide again,’ Mike admitted, his voice quiet and meek. His cheeks 


burnt red from embarrassment when he caught another look from his best friend. 


"You ARE committing suicide!" Layne shrieked. He couldn't help himself but to grip Mike's shoulders and shake 
him. "How long is it gonna take for you to SNAP out of this CRAP?! Quit being WEAK!" 


Rage surged through him, causing his hands to ball into fists. "I can't do this anymore!" He shouted. "I can't 
hold back anymore, Layne! You know how hard it is!" He pierced his lips in anger. His blood was boiling in his 
veins, shaking his fist at Layne. "Quit acting all high and mighty! It took you fucking FOURTEEN trips to rehab 
to finally get your shit together! And you've been, what, a year clean?! You could easily go fucking back to it, 


too!" 


Layne couldn't hold himself back anymore. He slapped mike hard across his cheek, causing the bassists head 
to snap to the side and his body to stumble backwards. Layne tripped on his words for a moment, his head 


dropping into his hands once again. 

His skull was throbbing. He was so pissed off and upset that he couldn't even speak. He couldn't believe that 
Mike would do this. The whole purpose of getting him to move with Trinity and him was to keep him AWAY 
from dope. Yet he still finds a way to continue to use? He was flabbergasted. It made his stomach ache with 
anxiety and fear. 


Fear that he'd lose yet another friend from this horrid disease. 


Finally, after a while of cooling down, he tugged on Mike's sleeve to get him to glance back at him. "Show me 


where it is." 
Mike just stood there dumbly. 
"Show me where the FUCK it is, Mikel" Layne demanded, 


The bassist groaned in defeat. With his head hung low, he gestured Layne to follow him. His chest sunken 
with dread. 


Disappointment 


Mike slid open his closet. Before he reached up to get the box, his eyes wearily met Layne's again. His chest 
burned as he took in the expression on Layne's face. Layne didn't look angry anymore. His eyes had softened, 


his brows were curled.he appeared to be worried more than anything. 


"Come on, show me it," Layne said. His words sliced the cool air, which had thickened from the anxiety 


radiating from the both of them. 


A sigh escaped Mike's lips. Glancing back up at the box on the top shelf, he quickly snatched it and handed it 
to Layne. He honestly didn't mind giving Layne the drugs.he had another stash hidden somewhere else, 


anyways. 


Shaky fingers flicked the latch of the box. A harsh breath of anger escaped the blonde's lips when it was 
open. Within it was a plastic bag of off-white powder and an orange prescription bottle. 


"You know I'm going to flush this, don't you?" Layne asked. He kept that blue haze on the poison within the 
wooden lockbox. He licked his lips hastily before glancing back up at mike. 


The bassist nodded his head, reaching a hand up to scratch at his scalp. "Yeah..l know...” 


Layne stomped out of the bedroom and down the hall of the house. Mike followed him, slowly anyways. His 
skinny body leaned against the door frame to the bathroom, those dark locks of hair covering most of his 
face. The flushing sound of the toilet commenced. And almost immediately afterward, Layne turned back to 


him. His face was red and twisted with rage all over again. 


He shook the box and empty prescription bottle at Mike. "If | find out you're STILL doing it after this, | WILL 


tell Trinity," he threatened. His voice was cracked with sorrow despite the anger resonating from his eyes. 
Mike crossed his arms and nodded his head. "Okay... 


| fucking MEAN IT, Mikel" Layne spat. Another groan of irritation gurgled from his throat when he took in 
Mike's nonchalant expression. But instead of yelling at him more, he made his way to the back of their house 
again. He tossed the lockbox and prescription bottle into the large trash can out back, making sure to place a 
filled trash bag over it so trinity wouldn't possibly come out here to find the paraphernalia 


It was silent for a moment. Both of the men just stood there, staring at the trash cans. Before mike could 
muster something up to say, Layne trudged back into the house. He slammed the door behind him, not even 
caring that mike was right there when he did. 


"Fuck," mike spat under his breath. He fidgeted with his jacket pockets for a moment until he finally got ahold 
of his pack of smokes. Shaky hands lit a Marlboro as that long frame slid into one of the lawn chairs out 


back. 


Those raging thoughts ran through his head all over again. Scratching and clawing at him..demeaning him. 
Telling him that everything didn't matter anymore. He didn't matter anymore. 


What's the point. He's trapped, he's not going to get anywhere. Especially when he's like this. 

Mike jumped up from the chair. He angrily stomped out his cigarette on the ground before he made his way 
back into his bedroom. He had no idea where Layne was. Worry trembled in his chest as he sifted through 
his other stash he had hidden. 


Apart of him didn't want to. He knew Layne would know. But would he really tell Trinity? Mike's lied for him 


many times... 


Would Layne really throw him under the bus like that? 


EEE E E E EE E E K E E 


"Work was NUTS," trinity bellowed out from the front door. Her blonde hair was tied up in a tight bun, her 
white nurse's suit dirty and unkempt. Her slim body slid into the living room, a smile growing on her face 


when she caught Layne lounging on the couch with a Nintendo controller in hand. 


She hung her jacket and purse up on the rack against the wall before turning back to kiss Layne's cheek. A 
small giggle escaped her when he grabbed her elbow to try to get her to sit down 


"| gotta change, you dork!" She reminded him. 


He let go of her and set his controller down. A thick brow wrinkled in dismay. "But | wanna snuggle,’ he 


whined. 


She laughed again when he started batting his eyes at her. "You're going to have to wait," she said as she 
started down the hall to their bedroom. "Besides, | smell like BO." 


"| like your body odor!" Layne defended, smiling when she laughed again. 
The sound of their shower commenced. His blue eyes glanced up at the clock, quickly saving his game and 
turning off the system. He tapped into the kitchen to check on the crockpot. Trinity started a roast this 


morning before heading out to the clinic. He's been checking on it every few hours. 


After the incident with Mike, Layne didn't want much to do with him. He was still angry about it. He had kept 


to himself the rest of the day, cleaning and working on some recordings. 


Layne was about to open the crockpot when he turned to see trinity walking in. Her hair was wrapped in a 


towel on top of her head. Her body covered in an oversized t-shirt. 


A tiny smirk wrinkled his face as he popped the lid open and stirred the food. "You're just wearing a shirt, 
huh?" 


She shrugged. "Its not like we have company." 

"Mike's here," Layne said, stating the obvious. 

She rolled her eyes. "Like he's gonna care. He's seen me in my underwear." 

Layne's head snapped up from the pot. His eyebrows curled in shock. "What the fuck, how did that happen?!" 
"He accidentally walked in on me while | was getting dressed," she admitted. She laughed again when she saw 
the look on her lover's face. "It's not what you think, silly. Once mike opened the door he shrieked and ran 
away." 


He laughed at that. "I could see mike doing that.." 


Trinity grinned as she slid into one of the kitchen table chairs. She rested her head into the palm of her 
hand. "| think the food's done, babe." 


"lIl get Mike." Layne mumbled before disappearing down the hall. He sighed as he knocked on Mike's door. All 


he could hear from the crack of the door frame was classic rock music playing. 
"Come on, Mike," Layne called through the door. "Get your dumb ass up, dinner is ready." 


The music stopped, the sound of foot steps creaking towards the door. When it swung open, anger overcame 


Layne all over again 

You could tell he was high. It was painfully obvious by how lazy his eyes were and how he was swaying 
slightly. He had changed clothes. Before, he was wearing a plain black t-shirt with his military jacket. Now, he 
was wearing a sweater. Layne couldn't help but to be weary. 

"Roll up your sleeves," Layne demanded in a quiet whisper. 

Mike forced a laugh. "What the fuck? Why?" 


"Don't play stupid," Layne growled. He eyed Mike's arms. "Roll them up." 


The brunette rolled his eyes. Defeated, he rolled up the sleeve of his left arm. He cringed and squeezed his 


eyes shut when Layne looked down at the puncture wound. 


"What the hell?!" Layne shrieked, though quietly, through clenched teeth. He pushed mike back into his room 
and quickly shut the door behind him. He didn't want trinity to possibly hear this.. 


| thought | told you not to fucking do it again," Layne growled. He crossed his arms, glaring at mike like he 
was an unwanted cockroach. "And | thought you told me you weren't banging it? Huh?" He forced an angry 


smirk. "What'd you do, just start today?" He asked, sarcasm drenching his voice. 


Mike groaned in frustration. He fell back onto his bed, his eyes squeezed shut. He was tired of looking at 


Layne. He already knew how the man felt about him now, anyways. 
"Go ahead, tell her," he slurred out. 


Layne clenched his jaw in frustration He rubbed his temples for a moment, leaning his body up against the 
door. He knew what mike was doing. 


And it was working. 
"Just fucking come out to the kitchen and get your food, k?" Layne finally said. He stomped out of the room 
and back into the kitchen. He didn't bother to address trinity. He got his plate from the cabinet and started 


scooping meat and vegetables onto it. When he sat down at the table, he jumped when he felt her hand on his 


shoulder. 
"Are you okay..2" Trinity asked. She sat down next to him with her own plate, taking a sip of water. 


Layne glanced over at her. He could tell she was worried. Still, he forced himself to smile. "Yeah, l'm fine. 


How was work?" 
She raised a brow. Layne knew he couldn't fool her. But he'd hope she would take the bait.. 


"It was chaotic," she muttered before taking a bite. "Had to do a lot of intakes AND discharges. One of the 
new patients was.." she paused. She puffed out air of anxiety. "Let's just say, they weren't too happy that 
they got transferred." 


Mike shuffled into the kitchen, causing Layne to glance up at him. He narrowed his eyes at Mike, watching him 
lazily plop food down onto his own plate. 


"They were another addict, | presume.." Layne blurted out, making sure to give mike another look before 


focusing back on Trinity. 


She nodded her head. "Yup.. Meth addict, to be precise." 


Layne's eyes widened. "Bet that was a hand full." 


"You would know," mike spat as he took a seat across from trinity. He couldn't help but to smile when Layne 
shot him the stink eye. "What?" He asked. He laughed a little when Layne's cheeks began to redden. "You 


have a lot of experience with those kind of people.." 


Layne wanted so badly to cuss him out. For vaguely bringing up Nicky. Instead, he kept his gaze on trinity. 
I'm guessing he didn't want help?" 


He caught another smirk from mike at the corner of his eye. He shoveled in a big bite of food to stop himself 
from calling his best friend out. He didn't know what trinity would do. And he wasn't ready to just toss mike 


out on the streets.. 
‘Nope. But it was either jail time or treatment, so he chose treatment Trinity glanced over at mike. He was 


slumped over the table, his dark hair tussled and his eyes halfway open. She could tell something was off. 
"You look tired, Mike.. Are you doing alright?" 


Mike chewed for a while. His eyes slid over to Layne. “Yeah, I'm fine. | think I'm getting a cold or something.” 
He nervously scratched an itch at the tip of his nose. 


Layne caught a look from trinity. But nothing further was said about it. They ate the rest of their dinner 
and spoke about their day. Well, trinity and Layne's day. Mike just sat there and forced himself to eat. It 
didn't take long for him to come up with an excuse to go back to his room. 

All night, trinity kept asking Layne what was wrong. And all night, Layne kept dismissing her questions. 


He had to figure out how to handle this.. 


He had to help him. 


Narcotics Anonymous 


"This is stupid," mike grumbled. He took a quick drag from his cigarette, his dark eyes glancing out the 
window. They kept closing a little, his head tilting back just to jolt him back awake again 


Before Layne forced him to head out, he had shot up. He didn't care anymore if Layne knew now. It's not like 
he didn't know before he found out-Layne himself admitted that he had his suspicions. So now, he feels the 
need to get high like he wants to.. 


„like he needs to. 


"Yeah, well, | think itll be good for you," Layne grumbled as he flicked the turning signal on. Once the light 


switched from red to green, he spun the wheel to turn onto the road. 


Mike smirked. "I've been to twelve step meetings so many times, | can't even count." His eyes slid over to 


glance at Layne. "What makes you think it's suddenly going to cure me?" 
The blonde's eyebrows furrowed in what looked like determination "Do you have any other suggestions?" 


Mike thought of something to say, but was paralyzed when they pulled up into the church parking lot. His 
heart thumped quickly, his eyes diverting back to his smoke. He started hot boxing it. 


"Come on, Mike.." Layne muttered, tugging at his sleeve. "We're already five minutes late." 


The brunette put out his cigarette, only to light another one. Irritation clenched in his temples when Layne 
yanked the smoke out of his tan hand and put it out. 


"Let's go," Layne spat. 


The both of them trudged across the pavement. Nothing was said And even if Layne attempted to talk, mike 


was too anxious to say anything back. 


When they entered the room down the hall from the lobby, they were greeted by a middle aged man. Layne 
had introduced the both of them before quietly taking a seat at one of the chairs in the room. All of them 


were placed in a circle. A lot like most narcotics anonymous groups. 


It was a small group. There were only ten other people there. Mostly men, aside from a shady looking 
emaciated red head. She was curled up in her chair, her bare legs crossed. Layne figured she was a 
prostitute-or USED to be one and was in the process of getting out of it. It was obvious due to the short 
tiny blue dress and knee-length high heeled boots. 


When they both sat down, the group leader did the pledge. The rest of the room quietly muttered it with 


him. Mike and Layne were silent, though. They couldn't help but to check out everyone in the room. 


Mike could smell dope in the room. It seemed to be coming from the man sat next to him, whom looked even 
higher than he was. His dark eyes darted to the other man across from him, noticing that same familiar look 


of self pity reflected in his glazed eyes. 
"Almost everyone here looks jacked," mike muttered into Layne's ear. 


Layne shot him a look, though said nothing in return. Mike was right. He had forgotten how messed up NA 
meetings tend to be a lot of the time.. Only a select few groups he had went to, were mostly filled with sober 
people in the room. Who actually took their disease seriously. 


He figured maybe this was a start of a new group. Either that or the majority of the people here were court 


ordered.. 
Layne snapped out of his thoughts when he heard the man beside him talking. 


"My name is Tom." he mumbled through his hoarse throat. His voice was deep and melancholy. "And l'm an 


addict." 
"Hi Tom," the rest of the room echoed. 


The man leaned back in his chair. He scratched at his temple for a moment, those dark green eyes jotting 


across the room. A tiny, sad smirk creased his face when he caught a look from Layne. 
"I'd like to share," Tom went on 
The group leader nodded his head at him eagerly. It was almost pitiful 


"My wife left me last night," he grunted out. His chubby body leaned over so he could rest his elbows on his 
knees. "She told me she was tired of my lies and excuses." He chuckled a little, a pale hand scratching an itch 
on his neck "What's funny is that | was actually being honest with her all month. | was really trying. | didn't 
want her to take the kids. | didn't want her to leave me." his eyes suddenly teared up. He cupped his face 
with a hand, seeming too ashamed to show true emotion. "I was trying so hard for them. | want to get off 
this shit for them. But." he sighed. He shook his head, trying his best to bite back a sob. "The cravings 
were too much this past week. | couldn't hold back, my buds kept calling. | tried to ignore them, but on 
Wednesday | decided to see them anyways. And we got high. And then | continued to get high." his voice was 
cracking, seeming to lose all composure. "She found my fucking crack pipe. My dumb ass left it on the 
dresser. | was nodding off on Demerol, and | forgot to hide it." His body shook. "So she fucking took the kids 
and left." 


It was quiet for a moment, aside from the mournful sobs that came sputtering out from Tom. Until another 


addict right across from him fidgeted in his chair. 


"I can relate," the other man moaned. He fidgeted with the sleeves of his enormous black hoody. You could 
barely see his face due to the huge hood pulled over his head. "My parents kicked me out a while ago for the 
same thing. They've given up on me | guess. So why the fuck should | continue to care about myself? If 
everyone else has given up on me, | might as well give up on myself." he yanked at his hood, revealing a bit of 


his pale gray face. 


Layne bit his lip. He glanced over at Mike, who appeared to be affected by all of this. The bassist appeared to 


be upset. There were tears standing in his eyes. 

"At least you guys have someone still to fall back on if you get help," the red headed woman in the tiny blue 
dress spat. "I lost my man due to a meth OD. Not that he was that great, but he was the only motherfucker 
left that still wanted to at least hang out with me." She cringed, revealing yellow teeth. Well, the ones that 
were left. "My fucking parents are dead. | don't got no friends now. Unless you consider my pimp to be my 
fucking friend. | don't got anyone, even if | finally got off the shit. | don't even know why the fuck I'm here." 


"There's coffee," Mike muttered sarcastically. He was shocked to hear a few addicts laugh. 


Layne shot him a look Though, he couldn't help but to smile. This group was getting more and more depressing 
by the minute. 


The somewhat uplifting remark mike had said was quickly forgotten. More addicts complained. One of them 
couldn't stop talking about how it felt when he'd nod on opiates. He was craving. 


It was making Layne crave. 
After a little while longer, Layne jolted up from his seat and quickly tapped out of the room. Mike caught a 
few worried looks from the group members, but he didn't care to say anything. He got up and followed Layne 


out of the building. 


The blonde was curled up in the drivers’ side of the Jeep. He had his hands clenched on the wheel. He didn't 


even glance over at mike when he jumped into the passenger seat. 


Mike was about to say something snide, but he stopped himself when he noticed the tears trailing down 
Layne's cheek. "Hey man." he started, reaching over to grip Layne's shoulder. "Hey.it's okay..." 


"No its not," Layne growled. That blue haze met Mike's brown one for a moment. "It's not okay." 
Mike bit his lip. "Why do you say that..2" 


Layne pulled a cigarette out from the pack on his dashboard and lit it. "You know, I've thought about it for a 
while. | keep it to myself. But after hearing all that shit." he trailed off, hot boxing his cigarette. 


"You thought about what?" Mike asked dumbly. His eyebrows furrowed with concern when Layne turned to 


give him another look. 


"I thought about getting high again," Layne moaned. "To be honest, the only reason why I'm sober is for Trinity. 
| keep telling myself its for me, but that's far from the truth. And after Nicky died.. Dear God." 


Mike shook his head at him. "Nicky was fucking INSANE. There was nothing you could do." 
Layne scowled. "I could've sent her to the hospital when | saw her outside of that art store." 


"When she would get discharged, she'd most likely just relapse again," mike said honestly. "Her death was 


inevitable." 


"But what if it WASNT?!" Layne spat. More tears streamed down his face. "I fucking GAVE UP on her! Just like 


those people's families gave up on them. | was the last person left for her." 
Mike shook his head. "She had her grandmother." 

Layne rolled his eyes. "Her grandmother was a fucking enabler." 

"You kinda were too.." 


Layne violently slammed his fist down on the dashboard. It made them both jump. "Thanks, Mike! That makes 


me feel so much fucking better!" 
"The both of you guys were HORRIBLE for each other," Mike reminded him. "You both enabled each other." 


Layne shook his head. He turned the key into the ignition, quickly speeding down the road. And when they got 
back home, Layne just sat there in the living room. Hearing the low hum of music sounding from Mike's 


bedroom. 


He knew what mike was doing. And, he couldn't blame him. Especially after that stupid meeting. Mike was right 
-it was a REALLY dumb idea.. 


The vocalist fought himself for a while. Telling himself over and over again that it isn't worth it. Trinity will 


leave him. 
„but if she finds out about Mike, she'll definitely kick him out.. 


"How could | live with myself if mike fucking gets kicked out," Layne grumbled to himself. "ld end up getting 
high anyways.. it wouldn't be too hard to find someone." He laughed bitterly to himself. "I could just go to 
another fucking NA meeting." 


He shook his head. Continuing to fight. But the need started gnawing at him. So hard that it made his entire 
body ache. He got that familiar emptiness burning through his core. 


He had to fill it. 


Layne sped walked down the hall. He didn't bother knocking. He simply swung the door open to Mike's bedroom, 
just to see him nodding off, splayed out on his bed. 


"| need a hit," Layne hissed. 
Mike slowly turned to look up at him. He chewed on his lip for a moment. ".no you dont." 
"Yes | fucking do." 


‘Layne, l'm not getting you high," mike slurred. He sat himself up on the mattress, his body slumped over from 


the high. "You deserve to stay sober." 


Layne slid into his room and slammed his door shut. He plopped down next to his best friend on the bed. 
"Sobriety is bullshit.” 


"No it isn't." mike mumbled. His eyes teared up when he took in Layne's helpless expression. He looked about as 
much in pain as he was. "Layne, you have someone. You have a LIFE. Don't do this." 


"| don't fucking care," Layne wheezed out. "Give me a hit 

Mike shook his head at him. 

"Give me a fucking HIT, you asshole!" Layne shouted. 

"No!" Mike retaliated. He started crying. "Please, don't make me do this. Layne.just try to calm down-" 
"Give me a fucking hit or l'm kicking you out," Layne threatened. 

Mike shook his head at him. Sobs lurched from him. He wanted so badly just to take this all back. To tell 


both him and trinity to not even bother with him back in Washington state. This wouldn't be happening if it 


wasn't for him.. 
this is all of his fault.. 
Maybe Layne deserved one hit.. 


for putting up with his bull crap all of this time.. 


Refusal 


Mike quickly shook his head. He had thought about it, but he couldn't do this. Yeah, he was harming 
himself..but he couldn't do this to Layne. Layne was doing so well before he found out that mike was still 


allowing his disease to control him. 


"Go ahead and tell Trinity," Mike finally said. His face fell when he caught the look of anger still burnt on his 
best friend's face. "| refuse to take part in this." 


Layne shook his head at him. He opened his mouth, but he couldn't form any words to say. So he quickly spun 
around and slammed the bedroom door behind him. Mike could hear him stomping around the house. Fear 
wrestled in his chest-he wasn't sure if Layne really would tell Trinity. And if Layne actually did, he had no idea 
what he was going to do. 

If he was going to get kicked out.. 

Where is he going to go? The "friends" he made at the plasma center only talk to him because he pays extra 
so they make a profit off of him for the hook ups. They don't care about his well being. And living with people 
like that would be a nightmare. 

The brunette let out a huge breath of anxiety, scratching at the tip of his nose. 

AIK 

"Layne." Trinity blurted out. 

She had come home a couple of hours ago from her shift at work. Layne had barely said a word to her. 
Instead, he kept all of his attention on his video game. He was tense, his muscles seeming to be tightened up as 
he clenched his jaw on and off angrily. 


‘Layne, what's going on?" Trinity asked again. 


Layne continued to play his game of Mario brothers. He didn't bother to acknowleage her. It irritated Trinity, 
causing her to stomp over to the huge tube TV and click it off. 


"What the fuck, Trin, | was in the middle of a levell" Layne cried out. Those blue eyes bulged from his skull, the 


veins in his forehead prodding out from the skin above them. His cheeks burnt red. 


Trinity shook her head at him. "| don't care," she spat. She tapped back over to the couch, yanking the video 
game controller out of Layne's hands. "You've been acting WEIRD since yesterday!" 


"What do you mean weird?" Layne slurred out. He raised an eyebrow at her. "I'm fine." 


"No you're not!" She snapped. She narrowed her eyes at him, noticing how he wouldn't look at her. Instead, he 


was slumped over in the couch, his slim arms crossed stubbornly over his chest. "Tell me what's going on" 


"There's nothing going on," layne continued to fight her accusations. He chewed on his lip for a moment, 
reaching a hand up to run his fingers through his hair. 


Trinity leaned in close to him. "I know for a fact there's something bothering you," she growled. "You can't hide 


anything from me." 


His blue eyes finally slid over to meet her green ones. A pink tongue slid across his lips. A loud sigh 


commenced from him as he looked away from her again 


| know | can't hide anything from you," he agreed. His voice was low, seeming anxious. Almost paranoid. "I just 


don't want to tell you because | have a feeling you'll do something that will be detrimental.” 
She raised a brow at him. "Try me." 


Another nervous sigh ensued from him. He leaned over to rest his elbows on his knees. He covered his face 


with his hands. "There's something going on with Mike." 
"| figured you'd say that." 


Layne snapped his head up to glare at her. He wasn't shocked that she could tell something was off. He was 
just worried that she'd kick Mike out of the house. 


Trinity rested her head into the palm of her hand. She kept that green haze on Layne's. "Is he still using?" 
The musician gulped. His eyes grew wide. He, yet again, turned away from her. "What makes you say that.” 
She rolled her eyes. "He looked high as a kite during dinner last night" 

Layne bit his lip. "Do you want to kick him out.” 


Trinity gently turned his head to face her with her tanned hand. He was surprised to see that she wasn't 
upset. If anything, she appeared to be concerned. "That isn't my choice, its OUR choice." 


"But | remember you saying that if he started using again, you were gonna kick him out." Layne whispered. 


"Yeah, | did say that," Trinity said, nodding her head. "And apart of me would like to, considering that you're still 


new in recovery." 


"I've been clean for a year," Layne defended. 


She narrowed her eyes at him. "I can tell that you've been jonzing. Probably since you found out what was 


going on with Mike." She raised an accusatory brow. "Have you relapsed?" 
He bit his lip. "I was about to today," he admitted. 
"What stopped you?" 


Layne smirked. He nodded his head pointedly down the hall of the home. "Mike wouldn't let me. | kept pestering 
him to. But he refused." 


Trinity smiled at that. "That's good to hear. Because | honestly assumed that if he started using again, he 
wouldn't have the guts to talk you out of doing it with him." 


‘I'm honestly pretty pissed off at him that he didn't." Layne moaned. His face softened with shame. 


She nodded her head. "Yeah, back in the day, when | was new to recovery, | would've been too. But he's looking 


out for you. He really does care about you.” 


Layne eyed her down. "So, what are we gonna do?" His face fell, his eyebrows furrowing with worry. "We can't 


just allow him to get high here.. | honestly fear that I'll find his stash behind his back or something..." 
Trinity crossed her legs, determination taking over her face. "I'll talk to him." 
"When?" Layne squeaked out. "I got him to try an NA meeting today." His eyes widened. "That went to hell.” 


"NA meetings either are decent or filled with court ordered active addicts," She slurred out. "You guys 


probably went to one that was mostly filled with new-comers. Those are the worse ones." 

"Yeah, no shit," Layne spat 

Trinity squeezed his shoulder. "We'll tak about this with him over dinner tonight. Don't worry about it, okay?" 
Layne nodded his head. Though, he couldn't help but to worry. He didn't know how mike would take this. He knew 
mike would either be pissed off or expecting it to happen-or both. And Layne didn’t know how he was going to 


handle this. 


But it's worth a shot.. 


Hf | Would, Could You? 


It was silent the moment Mike entered the kitchen. His look was disheveled, his eyebrows curled and that 


brown haze glazed over with sadness. Both trinity and Layne could tell that he was feeling guilty. Upset. 
High. 


It always seems to help. The rush of it first hitting you really does silence your thoughts, causing your 
emotions to flatten. But once the rush is over, you still feel it. Only that negative feeling that once had 


overcome you was replaced with remorse. 
I's a vicious, ugly, and dangerous cycle. 
Which made Layne and Trinity feel even more empathy towards him. 


When mike took a seat at the table, he couldn't bring himself to look at the couple glaring back at him. Instead, 
he kept his eyes on his measly plate of food. He knew that trinity knows now. It was obvious by how quiet they 
both got once he dragged himself in there. 


"Mike." Layne moaned out. His voice was pinched with anxiety. He began to thump his leg nervously once the 


brunette finally looked up and met his gaze. "We need to talk.” 


The bassist reached up to scratch at his neck. The opiate high he was currently experiencing was making him 
itch like crazy. He had taken oxy instead of H a few hours ago. The pills oddly made him itch even more. He 
wouldve mainlined, but he was running out of injection spots and he'd rather not waste that rush by snorting 


instead. 


"Layne told me what's been going on," Trinity piped up. She eyed mike down She took in how he was slumped 
over the table. He was back to staring at his untouched food. "I know that you're still using.” 


Mike bit his lip. "When do you want me out." he slurred out, his voice hoarse and low. He rubbed his nose 
for a minute, catching a look from Layne. "I can't leave tonight. I'll have no where to go.. | gotta call my 


sister, she might be willing to take me back in." he sighed and shrugged. 


"We're not kicking you out," Layne stated firmly. He smiled a little when he took in the shock on his best 


friend's face. 


Mike quickly glanced back over at Trinity. "What's the catch?" He asked her. He raised a brow. "I'm not going 


to twelve step meetings. That shit just makes me want to get high even more..." 


Trinity smirked. "It depends on where you go." 


‘Ive been to fucking plenty," mike spat. His eyes quickly widened when Layne shot him a look. "Not that I'm 


dismissing what you're saying or anything!" He corrected himself. 


She couldn't help but to laugh. "It's fine, Mike." She grabbed his hand and squeezed it. A glimmer of approval 


shined in her green eyes when Mike's finally met them again. "I understand." 
"Oh yeah?" The brunette humored her. 
Layne couldn't help but to laugh at his hesitation "She's a recovered addict. She really does get it." 


Mike didn't say anything. He kept his gaze on Trinity. His thin body leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms 


over his aching stomach. 

"We need to get you into treatment," Trinity said. 

"Treatment never worked for me," he argued. 

She raised a stubborn brow. “That's because you never took it seriously.” 


"How would you know whether | took it seriously or not?" Mike spat back at her. "You weren't around the 


times | went inpatient. You weren't around when | was seeing specialists and going to groups." 


"I know because I've fucking been there," Trinity spat back at him. She wasn't going to take his shit. "I've been 
to treatment many times, too. But in the back of my mind, while | was going through detox or talking to a 
therapist, | was still creating excuses for myself. | was still planning on getting a bag or buying a script. | still 
lied to doctors to get my own prescriptions." She leaned forward, her eyes bleeding with what seemed like 


persecution. "You can do this. It's a matter of whether or not you want to do it.” 
"And what if | don't want to?" 


She shared a look with Layne. "Then you might as well get on life insurance." Her tone of voice was sullen, yet 
inflected with anger. "And expect to hurt everyone around you, including yourself" She turned back to Mike. 
"You think you don't have anyone left in your life? Well, trust me, if you don't get your shit together, you 
REALLY WONT have anyone left. Because no one that loves you is going to be willing to stick around and watch 
you fucking kill yourself." 


Tears stood in those brown eyes. The bassist quickly shook himself out of it, though. He ran the palm of his 


hand across his face. "I'm going to have to detox then." 
Trinity and Layne both nodded their heads. 


I'm doing it here, right..2" 


Layne ran his fingers through his hair nervously. "The both of us talked about it for a while.. We don't think it 


would be a good idea for you to detox at home.." 
Mike rolled his eyes. 


"You have connections," Trinity explained to him. "You're not strong enough to do it here. Addiction isn't about 
willpower-it's a disease. The moment that you can't handle the withdrawal anymore, you'll head out to meet up 


with your hook-ups." She looked at Mike pointedly. "You know I'm right 


He puffed out air of anxiety and irritation He couldn't look at the two blondes anymore. He was feeling 
embarrassed; he couldn't stand the fact that she knows what she's talking about.. She knows almost too 
much. He felt exposed 


‘lm taking you into my clinic tomorrow," Trinity blurted out. She eyed him down, taking in how upset he was 


becoming. "We're throwing out your shit. Tonight 


Mike angrily shot up from his seat. He didn't bother to even take his plate and clean up after himself. 
Instead, he rushed back into his room. He could hear footsteps of the both of them coming after him. It 
made him quickly slam the door shut and lock it. 


Anxious hands rummaged through his stash. He tongued a good BO milligrams of oxy he had left before Layne 
had barged the door open Tears immediately flowed down his face when Layne yanked the orange prescription 
bottle out of his hand. 

‘Open up your fucking mouth!" Layne shouted. 

Mike quickly gulped the pills down before opening his mouth mockingly (and childishly) at him. 


"How much did you fucking take?!" Layne continued. He had his hands clenched in fists. 


"Enough," mike slurred out. He tried to act tough, but instead broke down His tired body thumped down on 


the bed, curling up in a fetal position as he continued to cry. 


"| gotta do it one more time," he whimpered out. His heart ached in his chest. He felt pathetic. "I can't even 
fucking do a shot, this fucking sucks.. | gotta do a shot before going in there-" 


"You sound fucking STUPID, Mike!" Layne growled. His eyes softened, though, when his best friend started 
sobbing. A sad sigh escaped him as he took a seat next to him on the bed. "We're doing this to help you.. 
You know that.." 


Mike quickly covered his face. "I just need to get fucked up tomorrow. l'm gonna feel like hell if | don't at 
least take enough to be well. | won't be able to handle intake." 


"That's fine, l'll take care of it," Trinity said. She tapped into the room, quickly grabbing his stash. Her face 


softened when mike sat back up on the bed. He looked almost scared. 
"Come on, let me just have enough for tomorrow-" 
"That's not going to happen," Trinity argued stubbornly. 


Mike jolted up from the bed, his face scorching red. "You're so fucking controlling! I'm going to go, | just gotta 


take some tomorrow for intake!" 

She shook her head. "No you don't" 

Mike was about to say more, but Trinity didn't bother to stay in the room. She was making her way to the 
bathroom. The brunette was about to follow her, but Layne grabbed ahold of him and held him down on the 
bed before he got the chance to. 


The rage mike felt was immediately replaced with sorrow all over again. He was bawling. He didn't even realize 


that Layne was right next to him, holding him tight. With love. And concern.. 


Trinity went through his entire bedroom. She found over three other hiding spots. Though, those times when 
she found them, mike didn't argue with her. He couldn't stop crying. 


When she was finished getting rid of all of Mike's substances, she sat down on the bed with the both of 


them. Her tan hand reached to clench mike's clammy one. 


"We're going to get through this," she reassured him when he finally calmed down. “Layne and | are going to 
be here for you. And this clinic is GREAT-you'll get the proper treatment that you need. I'll make sure of it” 


Mike sniffled, wiping the tears from his cheeks with the sleeve of his sweater. "I'm sorry." he wheezed out. 
Layne and Trinity both shook their heads. 


‘Its okay, you don't need to apologize," Layne said. He squeezed Mike's shoulder. Tears were standing in his 
blue eyes. "We understand it's scary. You're going to be alright” 


"I hope so.." mike whimpered. "| can't live like this anymore..but | don't know how else to live." 


"Well, that's why you're here with us," Trinity said. Her emerald eyes glowed with determination. “We're going 


to help you learn how." 


Intake 


Trinity forced a nervous smile over at her co-worker when mike jolted out of his seat to barge into the 
restroom. The short, chubby old woman didn't smile back, though. Instead, she grimaced due to the sounds of 
Mike retching up vomit into the toilet. 

"An opioid addict, | take it?" The older nurse finally budged when they both heard the flush of the toilet: 


Trinity nodded her head. Those green eyes latched onto the bassist when he slid back into the assessment 
room. His thin, shaky body plopped back down on the seat, a tiny groan grunting from his chest. 


"sorry about that,” his weak voice mustered out. Deep brown eyes peeped through those long curly locks of 
hair. His pale gray-ish skin was shiny from all of the sweat. Trinity was shocked that he still seemed to stay 
polite despite how intense his withdrawals already were. He had gone close to 14 hours now without a fix.. 
The older nurse took his temperature and checked his pulse. She informed him that they were a little off, 
which was to be expected considering what his body was going through. Afterwards, she got him to change 
into a blue hospital gown. 

Trinity helped him get up on the scale to take in his weight. He was underweight. Which wasn't surprising. 
"Lift up your gown," the fat nurse ordered. 

Mike raised a brow at her. "Uh.why?" 


She gave him a stern look. "Body checks." 


Mike glanced back over at Trinity. She nodded her head at him, gesturing him to do it. He had to. It was part of 
protocol-they had to make sure that they knew everything they could about their patients’ physical state. 


He let out a puff of anxiety. He quickly shrugged it off, though, and lifted up the thin material from his waist. 
He slowly spun around for her, wincing when he felt her gloved hand gently pry at the wound on his thigh. 


"Are you an intravenous drug user?" She asked. 


"Yeah," mike muttered. His face flushed red with embarrassment, his eyes planted on the floor to try to avoid 


the looks from Trinity he was getting. 


The bitter old nurse raised a gray brow as she continued to analyze him. She held out his arm one at a time, 


letting go when she got a full assessment. Turning to Trinity, she nodded to the door. 


"We need to get a physician in here.. Looks like he has an abscess on his thigh," her hoarse voice croaked. 


Mike's eyes widened and bulged from his skull. "You're not going to drain it NOW, are you?!" 


She shot him a look once Trinity shut the door behind her. "We're going to have to. It's an infection-it will only 


get worse if we leave it unattended." 


"Can't | be medicated?" Mike pleaded. His eyes bled with fear. "lm already going through withdrawal.. | don't 


know how compliant I'll be if you're gonna cut into me. l'm already in pain" 


"It depends on what the doctor says," the nurse spat. She could care less about his pain It was very obvious. 


She was most likely desensitized from patients’ anymore-she had been a psychiatric nurse for far too long.. 


Mike took a seat on the patient bed, perking up when the door swung back open. Trinity and a male physician 
entered the room. He was very tall and thin. His hair was a light curly mess on his head-almost resembling a 


mop. Beneath thick large framed glasses, kind gray eyes gleamed back at him. 


The doctor reached out his hand so Mike could shake it. "Hi, I'm Doctor Lawrence," he introduced himself. A 


soft smile grew on his tan face. 

‘lm Mike.nice to meet you," the musician grumbled. He immediately pulled his arm around his abdomen and 
clenched his teeth. He tried his best not to vomit, but instead had to turn the other direction and let it spew 
out of him. 

The older nurse jumped back in an attempt to not get splashed on. She was unlucky, though, and had mike's 
vomit spill onto her shoes. Trinity quickly grabbed a mop from the corner of the room and started cleaning 


up the mess on the floor, leaving Doctor Lawrence and the other nurse to clean up themselves. 


"Dear God, I'm sorry," Mike grunted. He sniffled, having to hold his hand up against his face to keep the snot 


from oozing down. "this is gross, fuck." 

The doctor shook his head at him and handed him a towel. "I've seen far worse." 

Mike smirked, though didn't say anything. He just wiped himself off and kept his eyes on Trinity and the mean 
nurse. Even though he felt resentment towards Layne's girl, he couldn't help but to feel guilty. She was at 
least trying to get him somewhere-she could've easily kicked him out the door. 

He just wished she didn't force him to go back to one of these hell holes.. 


"Let me see that wound," Doctor Lawrence said, snapping Mike out of his thoughts. 


Mike slid the blue gown up over his thigh. He gulped back nausea when he peered down at the swollen mass. It 


was red, and it already had a white head on it. It almost looked to be the size of a golf ball.. 


The doctor's brow curled in concern. “This is a decent sized abscess..how long has this been going on?" 


Mike bit his lip when he caught a curious look from Trinity. He didn't want her to know. But he had to tell 


the doctor... "From what | noticed, it's been going on for a month or so.. 


He had been using the entire time he was living with Layne and her. Even when they were still in Washington 
state. Yeah, Layne DID find one of his stashed and made him throw it out. But he had more.. 


„he tried to at least control it for a while, but it was impossible once Layne started catching on.. 

"We're going to have to lance it," Doctor Lawrence informed him. His voice was filled with empathy. "I have 
local anesthesia | could administer... the pharmacy is just now ordering in your medications for detox, so once 
as you're medicated, it won't be as painful.. but we gotta do it now." 


Mike sighed. "Fuck it, | deserve it anyways..." 


Trinity wrinkled her brow in sadness. She wanted to say anything, but couldn't. She had to assist Lawrence, 
quickly getting the local anesthetic ready in the needle. 


A grimace stretched along her face when she heard mike shriek out in pain from the needle injecting in 
multiple places around the wound. His pain seemed to have somewhat dissipated though, and they were able to 
lance and drain it. 

Still, he had tears running down his cheeks when Trinity had to wrap gauze around his thigh. He was in so 
much pain, she didn't even bother to give him a tour of the ward. Instead, she helped him hobble into his own 
room. 


To his luck, he didn't have a roommate. 


"When am | getting my fucking meds," mike snapped from the bed. His words were harsh, but his tone was 
weak and soft from the pain of withdrawal and his healing abscess. 


Trinity sighed. "The pharmacy won't be able to transfer it here until half an hour from now.. But | could see 
if there's anything | could give you on hand." 


"Some fucking Vicodin would be rice." 
She couldn't help but to laugh. "We don't have Vicodin here, unless you're a chronic pain patient." 
"This is a crock of shit," mike spat, anger taking over. "I thought you said this clinic was good." 


"It IS good," she argued. "You just have to give it some time. It takes a while for everything to configure in 
the records-like | said, the pharmacy is close to transferring your scripts to here." 


"Well, tell the pharmacy to hurry the fuck up. Or I'm going to puke and shit on every motherfucker in this 
hell hole." 


Trinity had to bite back a laugh. She couldn't help herself. It was sad, yes. But the way he expressed himself 
was amusing-it oddly reminded her of her old self, before she finally got her crap together.. 


It was a long day and night for Mike. He didn't even leave his room. And the only time he got up was to go to 


the restroom, where he'd have explosive diarrhea.. 
When the medication finally arrived, he didn't even care what it was. He gulped then all down eagerly. 
And whatever it was, it made him fall into a deep slumber.. 


.a nice small break from the hell he'll wake up to the next morning. 


The Beginning of the Journey 


Mike was slumped over in the crummy plastic chair. He felt like he was almost suffocating. The room they 
were all in was way too small. All of the chairs were lined up close together, against the walls of the room- 
aside from the wall to the left of him. He tried to keep his glassy, tired eyes focused on the counselor in front 
of the dry eraser board But he kept nodding in and out of sleep. 


It was his third day in here. The wound on his thigh from the abscess was finally starting to heal up. But the 
drug withdrawal was painful. This particular ward was very chinsey when it came to giving out controlled 
substances. He remembered when he asked about methadone the other day, one of the addicts near him 


started cackling and told him "good luck". 


All they gave him were gastrointestinal medications. For the muscle twitches and kicks, they gave him robaxin 
Which irritated Mike-robaxin was a very lame muscle relaxer. It helped, yes, but the drowsiness that 
accompanied the side effects of it made it almost impossible for him to function He wished they would just 


give him Librium for it, since they refused to put him on a methadone treatment. 

At least it's better than halfway houses, he thought to himself as he forced his eyes back open. 

Halfway houses were the worst places to get off and STAY OFF drugs-at least from his own personal 
experience. Most of them were very run down due to the fact that they were relatively cheap for the addicts 
to pay for. The majority of the people who came to halfway houses had already hit rock bottom. Most of 
them were coming off the streets. 

He remembered the only withdrawal "medications" they give him at those places were naproxen and Imodium. 
The first week was always hell in those places. He had only been to two of those, only because he was broke 
at the time and his family guilt tripped him into going. 

"Why the fuck am | even here," mike blurted aloud. 


Those chocolate eyes widened when he noticed everyone glancing over at him. He turned to see that the 


counselor had stopped talking. She was gaping over at him, too. 
"Are you okay, Mike..?" The counselor asked. 
He was shocked that she paused from doing her lecture to ask him that. Still, he just shrugged. 


"You look really sick, sweetie,” she went on. Her red brow curled in concern. "You should go to the nurse's unit 


and see if they could treat you... 


A sigh escaped his chapped lips. Instead of responding, he slowly got himself up from his chair and limped out 
of the group therapy room. He had to hold onto the wall as he slowly made his way over to the nurse's 


station He had to or he would fall-he was getting extremely dizzy. He hadn't ate much since he'd been here. 
Plus the third day of opiate withdrawal was always the worst. 


"You should sit down," a voice sounded from behind him. Before he could glance over to see who was talking to 


him, he felt an arm wrap around his shoulders and help him over to one of the couches in the lounge area. It 


was Trinity. 
He chewed on his lip for a moment, not daring to make eye contact with her. 
She sighed, resting her head on the palm of her hand. "You're still mad at us," she pointed out. 


Mike raised a brow. He still wouldn't look at her. Instead, he scratched an itch at his brow and focused his eyes 
at the television set in front of him. 


"The psychiatrist decided to prescribe you neurontin for the pain,’ trinity told him, her voice ringing with hope. 
She was trying to keep him focused on the positive. 


"Neurontin fucking sucks," mike spat. His face burnt red with irritation as his scrawny body leaned back into 
the cushion of the couch. A grimace elongated his pale face when his stomach cramped up again. "That shit is 


for nerve damage and even people with fibromyalgia complain about it" 
"Well, it's better than naproxen," trinity pointed out. 


The brunette shot her a look He wanted to chew her out. Every time she was working on the ward, she 
seemed to always bother him. He didn't understand why. She didn't have to pretend to like him now that Layne 


wasn't around. 


"Why are you acting like you care about me?" Mike finally decided to ask His voice was cracked, eyes now soft. 
The emotions were starting to get to him. "The both of us know that you wanted to boot me out the second 
Layne told you I've been hiding this from you." 


She shook her head at him. "I didn't want to kick you out," she tried to reassure him. She let out another 
breath of sadness when mike shot her a look of doubt. "I had threatened to when | first decided to let you 


stay with us, yes. But, believe it or not, | actually do like you." 

Mike forced a bitter laugh. "Yeah. Okay. Whatever you say." 

Those green eyes saddened. "I know we had a rough start when we first met each other... and, yeah, | was 
really hesitant about you. But since I've gotten to know you better, | view you as a friend" She shrugged her 


small shoulders. "You kind of remind me of my old self..." 


"Yeah, your junky self," mike bore on. His heart sunk in his chest. "I wish the paramedics never fucking made it 


to my apartment in time," he blurted out about his suicide attempt. He didn't care to keep his thoughts to 


himself anymore. The sickness was unbearable. 


Trinity handed him a Kleenex box when she noticed the tears started to roll down his cheeks. "Well, I'm glad 
that they did” 


He rolled his eyes. "Could you quit being so fucking fake?" He snapped. "You don't fucking care about me. No one 
does. Aside from Layne." he sniffled back a tear. Eventually he had to tug a napkin out from the box to wipe 
his face. "And I'm hurting him. Just like I've hurt everyone else. Its the same old shit. For years. | want to 
fucking die already." 

Trinity tried to speak, but mike demanded her to leave him alone. Instead of being stubborn and trying to talk 
him down, she tapped over to the medication unit to get his neurontin. When she came back to give him it, she 
was shocked that he took it. 

He looked like he wanted nothing to do with her. But he did. 

She's like a sister to him. He hated admitting that to himself, but it was the truth. She was a great woman. 


And he was shocked that she still was sticking by him, trying to help him... 


Unexpected 


So, hows Mike handling it so far?" Layne asked when trinity finally took a seat at the kitchen table. He's been 
asking her the same question every single morning. He would go see him during visitation or at least call him, 
but mike demanded him not to and he never returned Layne's phone calls when he would leave a message with 


the ward PCAs. 


Trinity took a small sip from her coffee. She grimaced when it hit her stomach. The past week, she hasn't 
been handling the morrings too well. She kept telling herself it was due to stress, but she was growing 
increasingly concerned that it was something deeper than that. 


"He's pretty sick right now," she told him honestly. "I've been trying to talk to him, but he's been pretty 


distant... I'm not too sure how long he's going to hold this against us.." 


Layne furrowed a thick blonde brow as he watched Trinity's face twist in disgust after taking another sip of 
her coffee. When she set the mug down, she pushed it away from her. He tilted his head at her. "Are you 
okay..?" 


She thumped her fingers against the slab of wood for a while. There was an anxious glow that haloed around 


her. "I'm just kinda nauseous." 
He sat there for a while, studying her. She seemed tired. He's noticed that she's been pretty tired for a 
while. She hasn't been smoking, either. Instead, she'd complain about the smell when she'd join him out on the 


patio. 


Suddenly, his heart dropped to his stomach. Those vibrant blue eyes grew to the size of melons. “When's the 
last time you've had your period, Trin?" He sputtered out. 


Her eyes grew wide with him. She started to get butterflies in her stomach. "Uhhh." 
"Trinity?!" Layne exclaimed. His breath had gone shallow. 
"l-I don't know!" She freaked "I don't usually keep track of that.” 


Layne couldn't help but to look at her like she was dumb. "You're a nurse..?" He pointed out. A smirk cracked 
on his scruffy face. "I thought you types were health conscious." 


Trinity let out an anxious giggle. "Well, we're not hypochondriacs. Plus its not like l'm planning on.getting.." she 
stopped herself before saying the word. Her lips quivered a bit. "Uh..you know..." 


He was flabbergasted. "You don't take birth control." 


"We use condoms!" Trinity defended She stopped for a moment though, remembering that they've been 
slacking off a little in that department. Still, she stood her ground. "And you pull out!" 


"Trin.oh my fucking god," Layne blubbered. He just sat there, staring at her. 
The both of them exchanged the same terrified expressions. 


And before Layne could say anything, trinity grabbed her stomach and quickly stumbled into the bathroom to 
throw up. 


FEKK 


"How long do we have to wait," Layne muttered. He kept those large blue eyes fixated on the pregnancy test 
that was resting on the sink. 


"It only takes a minute or so.." Trinity squeaked. She gulped down anxiety, glaring down at the test herself. 
She watched as the pink liquid started to swarm around the positive side of the test. 


"These are cheap!" She suddenly exclaimed, causing Layne to jump. 
He grabbed his chest. "What the hell, Trin, you almost gave me a heart attack!" 


"These are cheap tests, grab me another one," she spat out quickly. She stared at Layne who stood 


stationary, his bulging eyes still stuck on the positive pregnancy stick "GRAB ME ANOTHER ONE, LAYNE!" 
He jumped again Though he didn't say anything this time. He scurried out of the bathroom to the kitchen to 
grab the other three pregnancy tests. And for some strange reason, he didn't know why, but a huge grin 


grew on his face. 


Shaky fingers handed her the tests. She decided to pee on every single one of them at the same time and 
urgently watch them. Both of their hearts stopped when the results showed up. 


It went silent for a while. But the silence was deafening. 


"They're all positive." Layne whimpered out. His heart was pounding so hard, he felt as though it were about 
to tear out of his chest. Still, he couldn't hide the huge grin that spread across his face. 


"WHY ARE YOU SMILING?!" Trinity cried out. 


Layne chewed on his lip, trying to make himself frown again It made the muscles in his face twitch 


awkwardly. It was so strange, he couldn't help but to giggle. 


"This is NOT funny, Layne!" Trinity shrieked. She smiled a little, though. "We need to get more tests! This 
can't be right!" 


He studied her for a moment. And now that he knew, he noticed that her skin really did have that glow to it. 
He always thought people were just being melodramatic when they'd speak about how pregnant women glowed. 
His eyes teared up when his mind began to race. 


She has our child inside of her.. 


He sniffled back a few tears. He couldn't help but to laugh again when trinity demanded him, yet again, to get 


more pregnancy tests. 
"Stop laughing, Layne," trinity went on. 


His big hands grabbed and squeezed her small ones. More tears rolled down his face as his eyes met her 


vivid emerald ones. "You're pregnant, babe.." 

"No I'm not!" 

He laughed again, nodding over at the sink where all of the tests rested on. "Yeah you are. Four positive 
pregnancy tests?" He stopped himself for a moment. His mind was still processing all of this. He reached down 
and kissed her gently. "You're pregnant, babe," he mumbled sweetly into her ear. 

Her eyes widened to saucers. "Oh.my god." she quickly shook her head. "Oh my God, Layne!" Tears were 
standing in her eyes. She shared that same look of terror and joy all at once with her lover. "Layne..are 


we.are we going to have a baby." 


He knelt down on the tiled floor. A shaky, anxious hand swept her cheek. A small, happy smile played on his 
face. For a while, they just stared at each other. 


They couldn't believe it. They were in awe. 
It seemed to be so random. 
So out of place. 


They had so much they needed to do. And all the while, they were obligated to help Mike.. Along with 


experiencing this whole new side of life... 


"Yeah..." Layne whispered, his heart caught in his throat. "Yeah, we are.." 


News 
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Layne's eyes watered as he kept his gaze on the screen displaying the ultrasound. It was so tiny. It must've 


been not any larger than a peanut.heck, maybe even smaller. But it had a heart beat. 
It was a person. A person growing inside of his lover. 


He firmly gripped Trinity's hand, which felt clammy. She had been pretty sick the past couple of weeks after 


they found out. People call it ‘morning sickness’, but in Trinity's case, it's more like ‘all day sickness’. 


Those watery blue eyes met her green ones. They reflected a large amount of fear. He couldn't help but to 
lift her hand up and kiss it, reaching over to swipe her blonde strands of hair behind her ear. 


"You're eight weeks pregnant," the nurse announced as she took screenshots of the ultrasound. She turned 
and bore a huge smile over at the both of them. "Congratulations!" 


Trinity's brows furrowed with anxiety. "I have some questions..." 
The nurse wiped off the jelly on Trinity's tummy with cleanse wipes before turning towards the door. "The 
Doctor will be back in to discuss everything with you" She winked at her before sliding the door open. "You'll 


be alright, honey." 


When the door clicked shut, Trinity's eyes grew wide. Layne couldn't help himself but to giggle, laughing a little 


harder when she shot him a look of annoyance. 


‘Its gonna be okay, babe," Layne reassured her. He reached in to kiss her, his smile blossoming into a huge 


grin. "I know its scary, but it's a good kind of scary." 
She raised a brow. "Is it, though?" 
Layne's smile faltered. ".what are you getting at here?" 


"We have our hands full with Mike. You're still working on your album. We're both far away from our 
family.." she started to get choked up. A fat tear rolled down her rosy cheek, causing Layne to reach over 
and wipe it. "This is too much. Plus | don't know how healthy this baby is-| was smoking at least for a good 


four weeks into being pregnant!" 


"Shhhhh," Layne shushed her. She started breaking down sobbing. He wrapped his arms around her and 
allowed her to cry. She had been very emotional ever since they found out the news. Layne knew it was a 
combination of the pregnancy hormones and fear. He tried his best to stay calm for her. Though, he felt 


somewhat similar.. 


The doctor walked in right when trinity was in the middle of her mini breakdown. It didn't seem to phase the 
woman, though. Layne assumed that she was used to seeing her pregnant patients like this. Being an expecting 


parent can take a tole on someore.. 


"Your baby is very healthy," the doctor started. She had a smile spread across her dark face. She couldn't 
help herself but to place her hand on top of Trinity's for support. "I overheard you before | came into the 
room-the smoking won't affect the baby, sweetie. Just continue to stay abstinent for the rest of your 
pregnancy and your baby will be just fine." 


Trinity took a large breath in to calm herself. She had her hand resting against her chest. She felt like she 
was going to have a panic attack, but she had to try to calm herself. 


'So..the baby..is fine?" She whimpered out between short sobs. 


The doctor nodded her head. She went through how they were going to help trinity through the process. She 
brought up parenting classes and groups. Pregnancy vitamins and foods to veer away from, along with foods 
she should eat more of. They created multiple appointments for the future. And when they were finished 
discussing everything, the doctor suggested some books to buy / rent from the library and also handed them 
pamphlets. 


Layne drove them back home, considering the fact that trinity wasn't feeling too well. Plus her emotions were 
up and down like a crazy six flags rollercoaster. He wondered how in the heck he was going to cope with her 


first trimester-the doctor had explained that the first and last trimester of pregnancy are the worst. 


Layne helped Trinity out of the Jeep and into their home. He was tempted to go outside and smoke a 
cigarette, but he ignored it. He assumed that if he even smoked around her, she would get freaked out. 


"We need to tell them," trinity finally said, referring to their families. They were snuggled up to one another on 
the couch, watching cable tv. 


He bit his lip as he peered down at her. "When..2" 


"Well, as soon as possible," she slurred out. She sounded slightly irritated by his question "We need to at 


least let your mother know. Maybe she'll be able to come down and stay here with us for a while and help." 
"Trinity, you're thinking too much about this..." 


Her eyes widened. She gave him a look like he was stupid. "Of course | aml" She shrieked. "Do you have ANY 


idea how much our lives are going to change?" 

Layne smiled. "Yeah..yeah, | do." 

She rolled her eyes. "I get why you're excited, babe, but you have to look at this realistically. Literally 
EVERYTHING is now going to be even more complicated than it already is" She raised a brow at him. "And 
our lives have already gotten more complicated ever since mike fessed up to his problem." 

"We'll figure it out," Layne said. 

"When the heck are we gonna tell him?" 

Layne shrugged. "Whenever you feel like it's an appropriate time to tell him." 


"we can't have an active drug user in our house with a baby around, Layne," she pointed out. 


His face dropped. A large, deep sigh ensued from him. Her comment made him drop from dream land right 


back down to earth. A huge weight commenced on his chest. "I know." 
"So, how in the HELL are we gonna handle this, Layne?!" 


He chewed on his lip for a while. His eyes slid over to glare at the television "I'm going to have to talk to my 
mom about it.. she's had experience with this kind of stuff." 


Trinity knew what he was referring to. 

She remembered when Layne had confessed to her that his biological father was a junkie. And how bad he 
had left Layne and his mother and sister to fend for themselves. Now that she's pregnant, she can truly 
empathize with Nancy. It must've been insanely difficult to raise two children whilst having to try to 


emotionally support an active drug addict. 


"Your mom is stronger than fucking steel," trinity stated aloud. 


Layne grinned and glanced back down at her. "You have no idea, babe," he mumbled as he ran his fingers 
through her hair. “There's a reason why | love her as much as | do.. Not only did she have to deal with MY 
shit, she had to deal with my biological father's bullshit as well." 


She nodded her head. Peering down at her stomach, she couldn't help but to wonder just how big she would 
get.. She couldn't help but to wonder, too, how in the hell she was going to handle her job with all of these 
waves of emotions. Just the other day at work, one of the patients went off on her. She held her composure 
until they finally stormed off to their room, where she quickly afterwards hid in the medication unit to cry. 


Her co-workers keep asking her what's wrong, but she still hasn't even told them that she's expecting. 
This just seemed like all too much. 


Her mind snapped back to Layne and her's conversation about his mom. And due to it, her curiosity peaked. 
"When's the last time you've spoke to your father..2" 


Layne frowned. "Phil?" 


She nodded her head. 


He gulped down his nerves. His body fidgeted in the couch, causing trinity to sit up. "Ummm... damn.. it's 
been at least two years or so," he mumbled. His stomach began to twist in knots just thinking about him. 


How they used to get high together all the time. How they used to argue over dope or over his own mother. 
Their relationship was this crazy emotional guilt-trip tug-of-war. The both of them seemed to want to blame 
one another for their problems. But at the same time, they had bonded a lot and got along very well at their 
best times together. 


Trinity pulled him into a tight hug when she caught the distraught look gleaming in his eyes. "l'm sorry, | 
shouldn't have brought him up," she moaned out quietly. "H's just ever since we found out that we're 


pregnant, my mind has been running like crazy." 


Layne shook his head. "It's fine, | understand." A pink tongue swiped his lips. "It's just hard to talk about.. 
Kind of triggering, too.. But now that you mention him, | kind of wonder how he's been doing." 


Trinity bit her lip. She didn't really know what to say. Her heart sank when she noticed that his eyes were 


beginning to well up with tears. 


Before she could say anything, Layne gave her a small kiss and got up from the couch. He tapped over to the 
phone, dialing in the number.. 


Phil Staley 


When the other end of the line picked up, a deep voice sounded through the receiver. It made Layne freeze up. 
He quickly slid out onto the back porch to light a cigarette. 


"Uhhh..hello? Anyone there?" The voice continued. 


Layne flicked a lighter on his cigarette, running a shaky hand through his dirty blonde curls. He gulped back his 


nerves and forced himself to speak. 


"Phil..?" He asked. "Is this.um.is this Phil Staley?" A cringe stretched along his face at the way he was 


stumbling over his words. He felt like a moron. 
"Yes, this is Phil. Who-" 


"Dad?!" Layne exclaimed. His heart fluttered in his chest. He tried his best to calm down. "Holy fuck, dad, you're 
still living in that duplex..2" 


His mind wandered back to around 1999. He was pretty sick back then, about as bad as he was when Mike 
saved him in 2002. The place his dad was staying at was pretty small. It only had two bedrooms but Phil 
seemed pleased that it had a washer and dryer. Back then he was always stopping by just to check on Phil to 
make sure he was staying off the hard stuff-plus he wanted to try his best to convince the man that he 
wasn't as bad off as everyone else made him out to be.. 

„it never worked.. 


"Layne?!" Phil's voice seemed to brighten up. "Oh my gosh, how are you doing kiddo?!" 


Layne couldn't help but to laugh. He's about to turn 36 years old, yet his old man still calls him that. "l'm 
doing alright." 


"Just alright?!" Phil asked, laughing lightly afterwards. It was amusing considering that Layne had the exact 
same kind of nervous laugh. “Jerry told me that you've been doin great! Finally off that crap, huh?" 


He took a long drag from his smoke. "Yeah..been clean for a year now" He raised a curious brow. "How's 


your sobriety going?" 
It was awkwardly quiet for a few seconds too long. "Are you still out in Seattle?" 


Layne's small smirk faltered His dad was still getting high... "Nope... | finally found a good woman and moved 


out of state." 


He fidgeted a little with the butt of his cigarette. A tear rolled down his face. It broke his heart knowing that 
his dad was still suffering. The man had been battling this disease for far too long. It's almost shocking that 


he's still alive.. 


‘Oh wow, out of state? | hope not too far.. | wouldn't mind coming out to see you sometime. It's been a 


really long time.. I've missed you.." 

Its been a long time because in 2001, they both got into a huge argument. Phil wanted him to hook him up 
with a bag. Layne was refusing because his dad had been clean for so long-he didn't want to take part in his 
relapse. Of course, like a lot of the time when they had gotten into arguments like this, Phil accused Layne of 
judging him. Phil went on and on about how he knew his mother always was judging him, and that his mother 
was the main reason why he didn't come and visit them. It didn't take long until Phil threatened to not have a 


relationship with Layne ever again, to which Layne finally gave up and got high with him. 


After that, Layne wouldn't answer his door when his dad would try to come and visit. It was at this time 


when he wouldn't answer the door for really anyone.. 
"You still there, kiddo?" Phil sounded through the phone, snapping Layne out of his thoughts. 


Layne shook his head out of it. "Yeah, yeah I'm here," he spat out. "Sorry about that, got distracted." that 


infamous nervous laugh wheezed out from him. 

"So, where are ya guys livin at? Are you married?" 

"We're out in Colorado." Layne flinched when he heard his father mutter a curse word on the other line. 
"Damn, that's a far drivel" 

Another nervous laugh escaped him. "Yeah, you're better off just flying." Layne stopped himself. He turned 
to the window to see that trinity was looking out at him, a worried look glowing on her face. "I'm sorry to cut 
this short, dad, but | gotta go... 


"Oh, okay." he sounded disappointed. "Well, don't ever hesitate to give me a ring! | miss you." 


"Miss you too.." Layne muttered. He ended the call and put out his cigarette before coming back inside of the 


house. 
Trinity followed him over to the phone's receiver. "Did you just talk to your dad?" 


He nodded his head. He gave her a sad look She was about to try to comfort him until he slipped in front of 
the doorway of the home to put on his black leather jacket: 


"Ummm.. Where are you going?" She prodded. 


Layne grabbed the keys to his motorcycle. He opened up the closet so he could get his helmet and goggles. 


"lm going over to the clinic to see Mike." 


"| don't think thats a good idea," she warned. She bit her lip when Layne shot her another look of 


determination "You're probably just going to waste gas.. He doesn't want to see you...” 


A forced grin stretched across his face. "Oh, trust me, he will when | call and tell him what we need to talk 


about." 


Trinity's eyes grew wide. "Are you telling him I'm pregnant?!" She called out. Layne was walking out the door 
with his goggles and helmet already on. 


He didn't respond. He told her simply not to worry about it. And sped down the driveway.. 


Promise 


Layne sped down the highway. He didn't even bother to check his speedometer on his motorcycle. He was 
determined to get to the clinic a good thirty minutes before visitation time. He knew he'd have to call mike to 


persuade him to see him. 


His mind wouldn't stop running. Thoughts and memories kept leading into other thoughts and memories-some 
of them seeming to intertwine with one another. His brain was racing like four trains in all opposite, crazy 


directions. Twirling and encircling amongst one another, yet not seeming to get anywhere. 


Phil's face kept popping up in his mind. Images of his smiles, his frowns..his sudden fits of rage due to copious 
amounts of drug use. Layne was determined to NEVER allow his child to witness something like that-at least 
not until they're old enough to understand it. When they're on their own and learning how the real world 


works. 

He fought the tears as the flashbacks kept hitting him like lightening bolts in a threatening vicious thunder 
storm. When he was little, him and Liz sometimes would have to hide in their rooms. All because Nancy and 
Phil were arguing. They were too young to understand why. Layne remembered how he would sometimes 
blame himself for their dysfunctional relationship. 

"Mike better fucking get a grip," Layne growled between clenched teeth. 

His heart dropped to his stomach as he pulled into the parking space of the psychiatric clinic. He stood there 
for a moment, sucking on yet another cigarette. He forgot how nicely kept the building was. It was encased 
by trees, a few paths leading back to the garden where the PCAs there would allow the patients to go out to 


smoke and chat and participate in activities. 


Nervous fingers flicked the cigarette across the parking lot, those long strong legs leading him inside of the 
building. He was overwhelmed by the scent of sugar cookies and a smiling young man at the front desk. 


"Hello," the man greeted him. He fidgeted a bit with his thick rimmed glasses. "Can | help you?" 
Layne nodded his head. "Yeah..uh," he curled his brow in question. "Is it okay if | use the phone..?" 


He shook his head. "I can't do that, sir." He pointedly looked over towards the right of him. "But there's pay 


phones right over there." 


Layne forced a smirk and thanked him. Quickly and urgently, he dropped quarters into the pay phone and 
dialed the ward number. When the PCA answered the phone, he didn't even bother to act cordial. 


"| NEED to speak with Mike Starr," Layne grumbled into the phone. "Its very URGENT” 


‘lm sorry, but-" 


"I's an EMERGENCY, ma'am," Layne interrupted. He caught a look from the man at the desk. He couldn't help 


but to anxiously smile at him again, his cheeks burning from embarrassment. 


Layne was pleased when the PCA told him that they would get him on the phone. He tapped his phone 
impatiently when they put him on hold. 


"Who is this..?" Mike's weak, deep voice rung on the other end of the line. 

‘Its Layne," the blonde spat. His tone was stern. 

A loud sigh commenced. "What the heck, Layne. | thought this was an emergency. l'm hanging up-" 

"This IS an emergency!" Layne shouted. 

"Okay." mike slurred out awkwardly. "What's the supposed emergency.” 

"Trinity is pregnant." 

"What?!" Mike snapped. His voice suddenly seemed to have gained strength. “You're joking, right?!" 

Layne chewed on his lip for a moment. His eyes slid down to the floor. "Nope. She's definitely pregnant. Her 
gynecologist confirmed it today." He paused for a moment, praying in his head that mike would be compliant 
with him. "LISTEN to me. We NEED to talk, Mike. This is very very important to me. And trinity. And all of 
our families." 


‘lm guessing you want to see me during visitation.” 


‘Im already here," Layne admitted He furrowed his eyebrows in despair. "Please, Mike. | know you're mad at 


me.. But this is very serious. | need to talk to you. IN PERSON." 
"Alright." mike moaned bitterly. "But I'm warning you-l don't look too good right now... 
Layne rolled his eyes. "I don't care, Mike. That isn't relevant right now." 


“Alright, alright, I'll let the head nurse know. They'll bring you in in probably not even TWO minutes." Mike 


groaned a bit. "They've been nagging at me to do visitation, anyways... 
"Good," Layne grumbled. "Then get off the fucking phone. I'll be waiting for you." 


When they hung up, it didn't take too long at all for a nurse to call him in through the door. They walked 
down the hallways of the building. They had over three different wards in here. One for geriatrics, another 


for patients in need of critical care, and, of course, the ward mike was on. 


He was shocked that the nurse led him right into the ward. Most clinics had their own separate visitation 
rooms, either that or they did visitation in the cafeteria. It depended on how large the clinic was. 


Curious blue eyes wandered around the unit. It was very clean, sterile.. Everything was white. Even the 
furniture was white. It made Layne a little queasy. It brought back too many memories of the times he'd 
been inpatient. Specifically the last time he was inpatient..when he had met Nicky.. 


Before his memories could torment him, though, a nurse walked mike over to the couch that Layne was sat 


on. Concern filled the vocalist up when he took in his best friend's appearance. 


He had dropped a lot of weight. Which was shocking considering Mike had been here for close to three weeks 
now. He'd figured the guitarist would look better. But mike wasn't over exaggerating—he looked worse. 


The brunette's thin, bony hand swiped thin and dull hair out of his face. He ran his tongue along his cracked 


lips, his sunken in eyes glistening with shame when he took in Layne's shocked expression 
"| warned you.." mike muttered out meekly. 
Layne's eyes widened even more. His jaw dropped as he shook his head at him. "What the hell, Mike?" 


He scratched at his scalp for a moment. A grimace stretched across his gaunt face. "I don't know.." he 


grumbled out. He forced a pained smile. "They're at least keeping me from killing myself” 
Layne's eyes softened. "Don't talk like that.” 


Mike peered down at his trembling hands. He picked nervously at the dirt beneath his unkept fingernails. "How 
far along is she?" He asked, changing the subject. He chewed on his lip. 


"Eight weeks." 
Mike gave him a look of shock. "No wonder she's been so damn moody lately!" 


Layne raised a brow. "What do you mean..?" 


"She hasn't been able to take the other patients’ shit lately," he told him with honesty. "She's been crying a 
lot this past week or so." He rubbed at the bony notch in his shoulder. "Heck, she hasn't even been bothering 
to try to help me. The first week in here she was constantly trying to talk me down when I'd have 

meltdowns. Now she just keeps her distance." his voice got weak again. "I was beginning to think that she was 


giving up on me." 


Layne shook his head at him. He couldn't help but to feel sad for him. He knew exactly how he felt, and the 


feelings he shared were even more intense simply due to the fact that the staff actually allowed him on the 
ward. He gripped Mike's shoulder with support, concern filling him up when he felt just how bony the man had 
gotten, 


"She'd never think of giving up on you," Layne finally said. He tilted his head at him when those brown eyes 


met his. "We both will never give up on you, man" 

Mike shifted away from Layne, getting him to let go. He didn't bother to say anything in response. He felt like 
it was hopeless, anyways. He was nothing compared to Layne..and he felt like he'd never measure up to 
anything. 

"We need to make sure you're fully stable when you get discharged,” Layne went on. He couldn't help himself 
but to analyze the man. His clothes were dirty. They hung off of his frail body loosely. He had gotten so 


pale... 


"Have they discussed outpatient treatment with you yet?" Layne asked when he glanced back up to study his 
thin face. 


Mike shook his head. "I don't think they're planning to discharge me anytime soon." 

"Well, | could see why," he blurted out. He didn't even care that he was being blunt. 

The bassist let out a loud sigh. "I know lim a mess," he spat out. "I know | look like shit. And | know l'm 
getting worse. Doctor Lawrence is constantly calling me into his office to do check ups. They want me on anti 


depressants." 


"So, why aren't you taking them?" Layne asked. He already knew mike was refusing. It was obvious by the 


despair that was written all over the man. 


Mike wetted his lips. "I just don't really see the point. Plus the other patients in there have been complaining 
about side effects of their medications. It's like they want to drug us to death in here." 


Layne couldn't help but to roll his eyes at him. "They're sick, Mike," he reminded him. "They probably don't 
even know what the heck they're talking about half of the time. You can't listen to people like that. You 
should be listening to the staff, not them." 

"| guess you're right..." 

A sad smile crept on the blonde's face. "So, you'll try them?" 


He just nodded his head. His eyes slid back down to his hands to pick at them again. 


"| talked to my dad earlier," Layne admitted. 


Mike raised a brow of surprise. "What compelled you to do that..2" 


"Ever since | found out Trinity got pregnant, I've been thinking a lot about him." he let out a quiet chuckle. "I 


mean, l'm going to be a father, so it makes sense." 


‘Let me guess," Mike started, his tone bitter. "He's still getting high. It freaked you out. Fuck, might have 
even triggered you." He paused for a moment to shoot Layne a look of persecution "And you wanted to come 
down here to demand that | stay clean so | don't corrupt your kid" 


"Well." Layne took a deep breath in. He couldn't look at mike anymore. He focused his eyes on the nurse 
station that was across from them. "Yeah... Yeah, that was my intention of coming here. But now that | see 
you." He paused. Crystal blue eyes slanted back over to take in Mike's almost skeletal appearance. "I can tell 
you're in dire straights." 


"So, now instead of giving me the big ol tough love pep talk, you're gonna pity me? Huh?" 


Layne bit his lip. "Not necessarily.. It's now more of | want to motivate you." He watched as mike fidgeted in 
the cushion of the couch. "You're going to be an uncle. You're gonna be Uncle Mike." Layne's eyes teared up 
when mike glanced up at him again. "You have a kid coming that's going to look up to you. That's going to love 
you regardless of your past. They're going to want to learn from you, to spend as much time with you as 
possible." Layne grabbed ahold of Mike's sweaty palm and squeezed. He grinned at him. "You have someone to 
live for, Uncle Mike. You have someone who's counting on you to be there for them, instead of it being the 
other way around." He shrugged his shoulders. "We all need you around regardless. But this baby..this kid.. 
He or she..they're really going to need you around. And! for a fact want you to still be here so you can 
experience what it's really like to finally feel like you have a purpose in life." 


Mike bit back tears. Still, they fell anyways. His scrawny body shook. Shame, yet comfort, burnt within his 


sunken chest when he felt Layne's warm arms wrap around him. 

"You really want me to be around your kid?" He whimpered out. 

Layne gave him a look of reassurance. "Of course | do. | know it'll be good for the both of you." 

“But l'm a fucking junkie..." 

He shook his head. "No you're not" 

‘lim a fucking loser." 

"Mike, you're not even close to being a loser," Layne told him. He smiled brightly at him when his crying 


started to slow down. "I still want you to record some tracks for my album. Heck, | want you to be in my 
new band. Whatever the heck l'm going to call it" 


Mike couldn't help but to laugh. "How in the ever living fuck is it going to be a band if it's just the two of us." 
"We'll find Sean and Jerry impersonators." 


Mike laughed even harder as he wiped tears from his cheeks. "Maybe we could switch it up and get an Elvis 


Presley impersonator to do vocals with you." 

Layne snickered at that, remembering when he sang like Elvis one night in the recording studio back in the 
90's. The producer was so irritated with him AND Mike. They literally fucked around the entire night they 
were there. They didn't get anything accomplished. 


"Please," Layne pleaded when Mike sat back up in the couch. "Please, get better, man. | miss you. I've been 


missing you ever since we both relapsed together on H over a year ago. | need my friend back." 
Suddenly, Layne started crying, 
Mike pulled him into a tight embrace. He couldn't stop himself from crying all over again. 


"| will." mike whimpered. "I promise." 


Hope 


Mike forced himself to take another bite of his lunch. He winced as he continued to chew. The textures felt 
foreign. It was almost like he was eating something artificial, like the food was made out of styrofoam and 
melted plastic. He gulped down his coffee afterwards to try to keep it down, catching a look from one of the 
patients at the table across from him. 


"Wow, you're actually eating," the man commented snidely. "That's ground breaking.’ 


Mike rolled his eyes and turned away from him. He'd hoped it would get the psych patient to leave him alone. 
Irritation clenched in his temples when the guy decided to walk over to his table and take a seat beside him. 


"Are you a mute?" He went on. 


The bassist slowly turned to analyze him. He really couldn't tell if the man was there for mental illness or 
chemical dependency. Or both like him. He appeared to be normal. Normal weight, height-normal eyes. they 
didn't reflect instability, unlike the majority of the patients mike had encountered on the ward. His dark hair 
was a little messed up, but who in their right mind would get all dressed up in a place where you have no one 


to impress? 
The man laughed as mike continued to just glare at him. "You don't like people too much, huh?" 


Mike shrugged and forced himself to eat more of his meal. "I just don't see the point in talking to people in 
here," he mumbled, his head hung low as he ate. “This place is filled with a bunch of nut cases anyways." 


Mike jumped when the man slapped the table and cackled. "Fuck yeah, man, it really is," the man agreed with 


him. 


"What's your name..?" Mike grumbled out with his mouth full. He raised a brow as he turned to meet the 


man's dark grey eyes. 

"Sam," he answered. He opened his mouth to say more, until his eye caught one of the nurses walking past the 
table. It was trinity, of all people. A grin grew on his face again as he tilted his head over towards her at mike. 
"She's pretty hot, huh?" His eyes slid back to check her out. "Why are the hot ones always so 
temperamental..” 


"You know you're talking about my best friend's girl, right?" Mike growled. 


Sam snapped back to look at him. His jaw dropped. "No way, really?!" 


He nodded his head at him. 


"Your friend must be some kind of lawyer or something," sam muttered. "Or at least has to be one of those 


hunky meat heads. To get a girl like that." He kept his eyes plastered on Trinity. 


Mike cringed when he caught the man checking out her ass. "Could you quit doing that in front of me.? She's 


like a sister to me, man.. That's gross." 


The man sat up more at the table. He cleared his throat and quickly fixated his eyes on the table. It was 


awkwardly quiet for a while. Aside from mike's chewing. 
When mike was finished with his food, he got up from the table. He didn't bother acknowledging the man who 


had been speaking to him. He placed his dirty cafeteria tray at the dish washing assembly line. Before he 
started to head back to the table to grab his coffee, he turned to see that trinity had walked over to him. 


lm glad you got yourself to eat," she commented. A small smile was playing on that delicate face. 


Mike forced himself to smile back at her. "It was either ensure or cafeteria food.. | decided I'd rather just 
make myself eat the cafeteria food” 


She tilted his head at him. "It isn't as bad as you thought it would be, huh?" 


He shrugged. His eyes couldn't help but to slide down to her stomach. It was flat-for now. "Layne told me 


you're pregnant.” 


Trinity's expression quickly changed from light joy to fear. "Yeah, | know.. He rushed out last night to do it. 
He didn’t tell me he would but | already assumed. He's pretty easy to read" 


A tiny laugh sputtered from him. "No shit." 

Those deep brown eyes went back to studying her again. She had already seemed to have changed. The way 
she was carrying herself was completely different. Usually, she would walk around tall and confident. Now she 
seemed to be timid. She still appeared strong, but you could just tell something was going on. Her eyes said it 


all. 


"You're scared," mike stated He raised a brow at her when she gave him a look. "Don't even try to deny it, 


Trinity. | can tell." he wetted his lips, peering down at the tiled floor. 


‘Of course | am," her voice sounded out. It rung with vulnerability. It made Mike's heart sink. It was weird, 


seeing her like this. It just seemed so out of character.. 


Mike shoved his hands into his pockets. "If it makes you feel any better, | plan on trying." 


Trinity's eyes had a glimmer of hope in them. "I can already tell you are, Mike" A soft smile played on her 
face. "Doctor Lawrence ordered your anti depressants. We're starting the treatment tomorrow.’ 


"Will they even help? I've heard those things can cause people to be even more suicidal." 


She shrugged. "It depends on your chemical makeup," she admitted She shot him a look of optimism, though. 
| have a feeling itll really help you. So long as you follow through on participating in groups." 


Mike didn't say anything. He just awkwardly wrapped his arm around his stomach. It didn't take long until one 
of the PCAs announced that lunch time was over. They all lined up outside of the ward once they had met 


the entrance doors down the hall. 


Mike was about to head down the ward to his room until he felt a tug on his sleeve. When he turned to see 


who it was, he rolled his eyes. "What the hell do you want, Sam?" 
"Wow," he slurred out. A laugh hissed from his pale lips. "Is this how you treat your new friend?" 
"We're not friends," he grumbled out sternly. 


He was shocked to see the man laugh at his remark. "Well, maybe you'll change your mind on that" He 
tugged on Mike's sleeve again "Come on, we gotta head into psychotherapy.’ 


Mike watched him as he started down the unit. Rolling his eyes, he let out a deep sigh. He really didn't feel 
like going. The groups here always seemed to bring him down even more. It just all seemed too negative to 


him. The emotions people shared in there were too overwhelming. It made him want to get high. 

Still, he forced himself to follow Sam into the room. He plopped down on a chair next to him. He couldn't help 
but to laugh when sam pointed out that one of the patients was already asleep. It was an old woman, leaned 
all the way back in her chair with drool oozing down from her parted lips. She was in a dress with panty 
hose. Mike grimaced when he noticed that her skinny wrinkled legs were spread wide open 


"Let's hope there aren't any necrophiliacs in here," sam whispered into Mike's ear. 


A loud laugh escaped him. Before he could say anything though, the counselor came in. She immediately 


scurried over to the old woman, asking her to leave to go to her bedroom to sleep. 


The room full of crazies and addicts eyed her as she limped out. It was quiet. The only sound that erupted 
through the room was the click of the door being shut. 


Mike fidgeted uncomfortably in his seat. 


Suddenly, the counselor spoke up. "This is psychotherapy. This is a safe place where we can discuss why we're 
here and what's been bothering us" She peered around at all of the patients in the room. 'I stress, you CAN 


NOT talk about anything we say in here outside of these doors! This is confidential and everyone has a right to 
their privacy on this matter. Also, let's be respectful towards others. No interrupting. If an argument gets 
started, we will have to ask you to leave." She paused for a moment, a brow raised on her tanned face. "Do | 


make myself clear?" 
All of them just nodded their heads. 


The counselor asked for them to go around the room and introduce themselves. Also to announce what got 
them put in this place. Mike was so nervous about it, he couldn't get himself to pay attention He flinched when 
he felt Sam nudge him in his side. 


Its your turn to speak," Sam told him. Worry was sketched across his face. 


Mike gulped back his nerves. "Oh, ummm." he kept his eyes on the gray carpeted floor. "My name is Mike.. 
And..um.." he glanced up at the counselor. His face burnt beet red when he noticed that everyone was looking 
at him. Still, he pushed himself to talk "I'm here because l'm a heroin addict. Well, an opiate addict.mostly.." 


The counselor nodded her head. She crossed her arms and leaned back. "Yes, but what led you to come in 


here?" 


Mike played with his hands for a moment. A deep sigh escaped him. "My friends made me come here. It was 
either | do intake, or | get thrown out on the streets." His eyebrows furrowed in self disgust. "They took me in 
last year after | attempted suicide by ODing on heroin. They didn't have to.but they wanted to help me. They 
were the only ones left in my life that cared" He caught a look from one of the patients in the room. It made 
him shift in his seat to try to hide himself from them. "I didn't want to get better.. and apart of me wants to 
now.. but the other part of me still wants to just give in again and get high" He bit back a sick smirk. "I had a 
plan on how | was going to once | got discharged from here. I'm still kind of excited about it because | know my 


tolerance is extremely low right now. It almost feels like the very first time when it's low like this..." 

He winced when he looked at the counselor again. "I know, it's gross." 

She shook her head at him. "No its not. H's apart of your disease." 

He rolled his eyes. "How is this a disease when | initially was the one that chose to get high.’ 

"Not every single person that tries a drug becomes an addict," Sam intervened. He raised a brow at mike when 
he turned to look at him. "And I've known plenty of casual drug users. Even people that would casually use 
crack and even heroin. They were able to stop like it was nothing.’ 

Mike let out a morbid laugh. "Yeah.makes me feel pretty damn weak when | see people like that do that, like 
its nothing. And they look down on people like me and tell me that I'm just choosing to continue to use." His 


face burnt with frustration "There's always that part of me that wants to STOP. And when | get strung out, | 
DO want to STOP. But | just can't... it's this strange fucked up compulsion.. it's hard to explain." 


"That's chemical dependency," the counselor went on. "Like Sam said, not everyone that tries or uses drugs 


casually becomes an addict. It depends on the brain of the individual who's experimenting with it" 
"| guess l'm just fucked then," mike grumbled. 


The counselor shook her head. "No. You're not. It's a disease, and yes, it's a relapsing disease. But there's ways 
that you can learn to control it. There's ways you can stay in remission. It's a matter of a combination of 


allowing your brain and body to heal whilst learning new, healthy coping mechanisms." 


Mike itched a scratch at his nose. It happened every time he was craving.. "How the heck am | supposed to do 
that when I've been addicted for so long? I've been an addict for close to twenty years." 


"What is the other part of you saying, Mike?" Sam asked him. Those grey eyes bled with curiosity. "Why is the 
other part of you wanting to stay sober?" 


The bassist crossed his skinny legs. He picked at his thumbs for a moment, contemplating on whether to open 
up or not. He let out a breath of anxiety. "I just found out the other day that my friend's girl is pregnant." 


Sam shot him a look. Now he understood why that nurse, Trinity, was so emotional.. 


‘lm going to be an uncle. And | want to be around to support them. And the baby." Mike furrowed his brow 
when he glanced over to see the lock of surprise on Sam's face. He had hoped that Sam would keep the news 
to himself.. "I'm scared that I'm going to really fuck things up for them. You know, we all used to live in 


Washington state." 
"Why did you move?" Sam asked. 


"My best friend, the one that I've been staying with, well." he glanced back down at the ground, licking his lips 
hesitantly. "His ex girlfriend died from a meth overdose. After the funeral, | pressured him to get high with 
me.. | feel so bad about it now..but | was so strung out, | just wasn't thinking right. All of my logic gets tossed 
out of the window when I'm that bad off" He sighed again and shrugged. "Anyways, it motivated him and his 
girl to move out of state. And when they found out that | attempted to kil myself, they decided to let me 


move with him. So it would make it easier for him and | could stay abstinent from drugs." 


Mike's eyes began to water. His mind started to run. "I blame myself for his ex girlfriend. | shouldn't have 
gotten high with the both of them all the time. His ex didn't use boy-| mean H," he corrected himself to lessen 
the confusion "But she did use a lot of other crap with us. She partied with us all the time and | feel like it's 
partially my fault that she died. It really fucked him up because before her, he had a fiancé that also died 
from an overdose. He was SO bad on drugs after her.." Tears fell from his gaunt, gray face. "He was so 
fucking bad.. | mean, l'm still surprised | made it in time to save him back in 2002. He was a wreck.just a 


walking bone.. And | tried to help him, but | was in denial about my own addiction | was so hypocritical." 


He had to stop himself. He started to sob. Shaky hands covered his face in embarrassment. "I saved him, and 
now he's saving me, and lm being ungrateful about it. Or, | was.. | lied to him the entire fucking time. | found a 
way to continue to get high when we moved down here. | did my best to hide it from him. You should've seen 
how hurt he was. He's over a year sober now and when he found out that | was still using, he was so tempted 
to relapse. It just reminded me of how much I've fucked him over despite getting him to the hospital when he 
was sick. | fucking aided his ex girlfriends death and now l'm probably going to corrupt his child" 


The counselor shook her head at that. "Not if you don't want to, Mike. If you WANT to fight this, you could be 
an INSPIRATION. Just like your best friend." 


"You're in the right place, too," Sam said. He patted mike's back to comfort him. "I'm an addict, too. | could tell 
that you were an addict from the moment | saw you nodding out in group from withdrawals." He studied the 


distraught man for a moment. "All Of is here are for you, man. You just need to allow us to help..." 


Mike nodded his head. He couldn't help but to smile. For once, he felt like he had hope. "I want help.. | want to 
be there for my best friend, my brother. And | really do want to be an uncle, even though kids scare the shit 


out of me." 
A few of the patients giggled at that. Mike couldn't help but to laugh as well. 


When he finally calmed down, he allowed the other patient's to speak. And he actually listened. He was really 
shocked that he could relate to a lot of what they were talking about. 


Their fear of recovery. Their anger and resentment towards mostly themselves, and also how a lot of the 
time they also felt like giving up. He was surprised to find out that the other people weren't as crazy as he 


previously assumed. 


Maybe he did have Hope after all.. 


Drawing Near 


I'm getting fat," trinity whined as she looked down at her baby bump. 


They were both laying down on the bed. They had a long, exhausting night of pregnancy classes. Afterwards, 
they did visitation with Mike. Fortunately for them, Mike was doing a lot better. The clinic was even considering 
discharging him in the next week. They had already made plans for him to attend intensive outpatient once as 
he got out. 


It was drawing nearer and nearer to their baby's due date-which was on February llth. Time seemed to have 
gone way too fast. And it made the couple increasingly nervous about it. Trinity was already close to nine 
months pregnant and was as big as a house. The hospital tried to put her on medical leave, considering that 
her ankles were swelling from the pregnancy. But she refused. She just used one of the wheelchairs if she felt 


pained. A lot of the patients on the unit would joke with her about it. She didn't care, though. She wanted to 


stay as active as possible to attempt to stay somewhat in shape. 


Layne grinned down at her, giving her a long kiss as he rested his hand on her belly. "It's actually kind of hot," 


he commented. 
Trinity couldn't help but to giggle. "You're just saying that to make me feel better." 


He shook his head as he rubbed her belly. "No, I'm serious. | think | might have a kink.” His face burnt red in 


embarrassment when she laughed at him. 
"You're a weirdo," she kidded. 


Both of their eyes widened when they felt movement in her stomach. Layne smiled wide as he moved his hand 


to the spot. 


‘Our baby girl is restless tonight." he murmured. He bent down to kiss where the baby was kicking. A small 
chuckle escaped him when the kicking seemed to get more vigorous. "What the hell is she doing, playing soccer 
in there?" 


Trinity laughed. She quickly cringed though when the kicking moved up higher in her abdomen. She hugged her 


stomach, her expression now pained. 
"Holy crap, she's kicking so hard that my lungs hurt," she screeched out. 


They, at first, didn't want to know the sex of the baby. They wanted it to be a surprise. It didn't last too long, 
though, once they began to argue what to name her. Trinity kept telling Layne his names were too predicable- 
and Layne kept complaining that her names were too weird and that the poor kid would get made fun of for it. 


"Aniston is a feisty little one," trinity grumbled out. 

Layne gave her a wince. "I fucking HATE that name." 

She laughed. "Stop cussing." 

"I will once you stop calling our baby that RETARDED name." 
She shrugged. "It's better than Ashley." 


"Hey, it's a pretty name," he argued. He sat up and crossed his arms stubbornly. "It's better than naming her 
after a red-headed orphan" 


‘Its Aniston, not Annie," she spat back at him. 
He raised a brow at her. "Other kids will start calling her Annie for short." He caught a look from her. Still, he 


stood his ground. "It's gonna happen And then kids will start singing Its A Hard Not Life to her all the time. | 


got made fun of for my name." 
Trinty giggled. "What did they used to say?" 

"They said | had a girl's name," Layne grumbled. He grinned, though, when trinity laughed at that 

The baby kicked again. Trinity swore under her breath. "Ugh. | can't wait until | can pop her out already." 

"Hey!" Layne snapped. "| thought we weren't going to cuss anymore" 

She shrugged "Our girl isn't out yet! 

"So, you can say fuck and shit, but | can't, huh?" He slurred out. He smirked. "The hypocrisy is astounding. 

She let out a sigh. She struggled to sit up on the bed, pouting when Layne had to reach over and help her. "I'm 
so FAT | can barely even freaking walk anymore," she whined as Layne got up and took her hand to help her 
stand up. "I waddle." 


Layne laughed as he followed her down the hall into the kitchen "It's cute." 


She rolled her eyes as she opened up the fridge. She pulled out a jar of pickles and a bottle of ranch. 
"Whatever you say. Weirdo." 


Layne's eyebrows raised as he watched her dunk a pickle into the small cup of ranch she poured. "What in the 


ever living heck are you eating?" 


A sigh escaped her as she plopped down on a chair at the kitchen table. She hugged her belly for a moment, 
eyebrows furrowed as she continued to eat the strange combination. When she peered up at Layne, an innocent 
and shy smile grew on her face. 


"Can you get out the strawberry ice cream for me?" She cooed. 


Layne opened the freezer and sat the ice cream on the table. He gave her a look like she was deranged once 


he took a seat next to her. "And you think I'm the weirdo?" He asked, gesturing to her food. 


"Hey, I'm pregnant,” she defended. She popped the lid off of the tub of ice cream and scooped out a bite with 
her fork. "I can't help it that I'm craving pickled food and surgary food. It's what Aniston wants." 


Layne cringed all over again. 


It was silent as he watched her eat for a while. Suddenly, his eyebrows raised as an imaginary light bulb 


hovered over his head. "What about Mia?" 

She shot him a look of disgust. "No." 

He pouted. "Why not?! It's different AND it's pretty.’ 

"No way hoe-zay," she blurted out with her mouth full. "It sounds stupid." 


Layne grunted out in irritation. "It seems like everything | say around you is stupid anymore," he kidded, though 


was half serious. 
Suddenly, the phone rang, interrupting their conversation 


Before trinity could attempt to get up again, Layne lifted a hand up to stop her. "IIl get it," he said. He 
couldn't help but to eye her strange spread of food “Just keep eating.whatever the hell youre eating.’ 


Trinity laughed. "Shut up." 

He slid over to the phone, a grin on his face. It immediately fell, though, when he answered the phone. 
"Dad..2" He sputtered out. 

"Hey, kiddo! How are ya doing?" 


Layne tapped out into the living room. He fidgeted with the hem of his t-shirt. "How did you get my 


number?" 


"Oh, | talked to Jerry," his voice rung out. "He told me that your girlfriend is pregnant! | couldn't believe him, 


so | asked for your number so | could see for myself." his tone seemed to grow anxious. "Why.. Do you not 
want to talk to me again?" 


"l'm just surprised | guess," Layne mumbled. His brow wrinkled in anger at the fact that Jerry would tell his 


father the news. "And, yes, Trinity is pregnant. With a girl." 


"Oh wow! A little girll" He sounded excited "Man, that brings me back memories of when we had your sister, 


Liz." 


Layne's face twitched in irritation Too bad his father was never there to actually watch her grow up. Along 


with Layne. 

"Dad," Layne started. He rubbed his temple for a moment, trying to place his thoughts into words that 
wouldn't harm his father's feelings too much. He sighed when he realized that no matter how he could put it, 
it would upset Phil either way. "I know you're still using. If you're thinking about driving all the way here to 
see her.. You better not be high as hell. | refuse to have that around my kid." 

It was silent for a moment on the other line. 

| understand,” Phil finally responded. He was hurt. And for some strange reason, it made Layne feel guilty, 
despite the fact that he was simply just looking after his family. "But I'm planning on seeing you. | want to 


see my grand daughter. | don't even care if Nancy is there.. | know she will be, anyways. 


Layne nodded his head. "Yeah, she plans on coming here next week. Trinity's having our girl most likely on the 
lith." 


"Wow, thats only nine days away." Phil's voice trailed off for a minute. "Are you nervous?" 
"Extremely." Layne let out an anxious laugh. "We haven't even agreed on a name yet." 


Layne turned towards the entry way of the living room when he heard the floor boards creaking. He mouthed 
at Trinity that he was talking to his dad. It made her face wrinkle in concern. 


"Ahhh... Nancy and | were like that about your name. | wanted to name you after your grandfather, Thomas." 
Layne cringed. "Thank god you didn't" He smirked when he heard his father chuckle. 
"You really hate your middle name, huh?" He sighed when Layne didn't say anything. "what about Ashley?" 


The blonde cringed even harder. He glanced over at trinity, who was laughing way too hard. She overheard 


his father's recommendation. "I told you it was a crappy name," she whispered. 


Layne rolled his eyes at her and mouthed ‘fuck you'. It only made her laugh even longer. 


"Or Melissa?" 


He just laughed. He couldn't seem to take his father seriously at any of his ideas-it just made him hate the 


names even more. 
"God, you sound like freaking Nancy." 

"Thank you!" Layne squeaked between laughter. He smirked when he caught trinity giggling all over again 
"Is it okay if | drive out there on Friday..2" 


Layne's smile dropped. "That's in three days, dad. And we don't have any room for you to stay over. Mom 


and Jim and Liz are gonna be staying here." 


"| planned on getting a motel room, anyways." Phil let out a loud sigh. "I promise I'm NOT gonna be high 
around you. I've cut back, anyways. I've been going back to NA” 


The vocalist couldn't help but to roll his eyes. It was the classic addict talk. He's heard this kind of crap from 
his father for years. 


Im serious, Layne," his father went on. "I don't want to trigger you. You're doing so good. | don't want to 


ever hear that you're back on that JUNK” 
| wish you could listen to your own advice," he grumbled out. 
"I'm working on it.." 


Layne glanced back over at his lover. He moved the phone away from his face and rose an eyebrow at her. 


"Do you think its a good idea if Phil comes? He wants to be there to see our baby when she's born" 
Trinity quickly nodded her head. 


"Are you sure..?" He was hesitant. "You can tell me if you're uncomfortable with this. l'm not going to be 


mad at you." 


She nodded her head again. "Your dad should be there. | think itll be good for him. He promised he's not 
going to be high around you. | would take his word" 


Layne raised his brow even further. "do you really believe him on that?" 


She shrugged. "If he shows up high, just tell him to leave." 


He let out an anxious sigh and raised the phone back up to his ear. "Yeah, dad.. You can come down." 
Phil was so ecstatic that he shouted. It caused Layne to flinch, which made trinity laugh all over again. 


He told Phil his address. And stressed, once again, that if he even attempted to show up high instead of just 
well, that he was going to boot him out the door. 


lm not gonna do that, kiddo.. | want to support you, be there for you. Like | should've been a long time ago.. 


| love you, son." 
Layne told him he loved him, too, before hanging up the phone. 


And when he did, he couldn't stop his mind from wandering deep into the corners of his past.. 


Father 


It was back in 1992. Phil had reunited with Layne around a half a year ago. At first, it went great. The both of 
them would hang out and go to the movies or have lunch with Demri. It didn't take long, though, for his 
biological father to catch on that Layne and his girl were using smack. 


He had lied to Layne about getting clean. Heck, he lied to everyone about it. He felt like it wasn't anyone's 
business whether or not he was using. But, once as he couldn't get his own hook-ups to get him a bag, he 


couldn't help himself but to ask Layne if he could help him out. 


And due to this, he had actually taught Layne and Demri how to shoot up. He was shocked that they both 
hadn't done it before. He talked Layne into doing it, stating that he always wanted to get high with a rockstar. 


To manipulate him even more, he went on about how proud he was of his success. 


Layne was getting bad. Really bad. He had lost way too much weight and he was beginning to neglect his 
appearance. Though, during this time, he didn't even care to hide the fact that he was shooting up heroin. He'd 
run around shirtless on stage when he would tour with the band. Everyone was scared for him. Even including 


Phil. 


When Layne finally opened the door for his father, he shot him a look of anger. "l'm guessing your dealers are 
dry again," he spat over at him as his scrawny body collapsed back onto his couch. He lit up a cigarette, eyeing 
his father, whom just stood there in front of the closed door of his small apartment. 


"Yeah..." Phil squeaked out. 


‘lm not fucking hooking you up!" Layne shouted When he caught his dad glaring at the drug paraphernalia on 
his coffee table, he quickly started putting them away in the cubbyhole of it. "I'm not sharing either. I'm 
running low on cash and l'm not in the mood to go to the fucking bank." His licked his lips hastily, keeping his 


eyes on the cherry of his smoke. "Dem and | gotta make this last at least until tomorrow morning.” 


Phil gave him a look of desperation. "I'm broke," he explained. "Horse is getting pricey these days.. | spent all of 
my paycheck. | can't even pay rent this month." 


Layne raised a brow at him. "You're asking for money now, huh?" 


"l'm your father," Phil growled. He shoved his shaky hands into his pockets angrily. "I figured you would actually 
fucking CARE. But | should've guessed you wouldn't. You're just like your bitch ass mom." 


Layne eyed his dad's shaky figure as it turned to open the door to leave. "I do care," Layne called out before 
his father could step out. His father spun back around to face him, eyeing the sadness that glistened from his 
son's sunken in eyes. "It's just.. Ever since you finally found me, shit has hit the fan Sean and Jerry don't even 
want to be around me half the time anymore. Mom is worried, too.. She keeps bothering me to come back to 


Kirkland so she can try to help me kick the shit.” 

Phil couldn't help but to roll his eyes. "She's always tried that with me, too. Back before she kicked me out of 
the house." He slipped next to Layne on the couch. Hungry eyes were stuck on the cubbyhole of Layne's coffee 
table. "She knows we're talking, doesn't she.." 

Layne nodded his head. "Yeah. She thinks it's your fault I'm bad on H" 


The man let out a bitter cackle. "Thats hilarious!" 


The younger man couldn't help but to raise a brow at him. He wanted to call his father out on the fact that 
he introduced him to the needle. But he couldn't. He could already tell that he was in a bad mood.. 


"She's still talking shit," Phil stated like it was fact. 


"Yeah." Layne mumbled. He watched Phil with curiosity at the fact that he just kept his eyes on where he had 
hid his dope. "She keeps asking me to stop hanging out with you." 


"Well, too bad, I'm your FATHER," the strung out man spat out again. 

Suddenly, Layne felt scared. Phil was shaking violently, his ravenous eyes seeming to bulge from his face as he 
kept them on the stash. "Please," Phil blurted out. His brow creased with desperation. "Please, could you just 
spare one hit..? | haven't had any in fucking hours now.. 


"| can't, dad.. | told you-" 


"What the FUCK, you can't help your old man out?!" Phil shouted. He jolted up from the couch. His eyes seemed 


to glow red, he was so angry. "I've fucking helped you when you were dry!" He continued. 


He attempted to reach down and pull the drugs out, making Layne grab him and push him away. "No, dadl | 
fucking said NO!" 


Phil shook his head at him. "Fine!" He turned back towards the door. "I'm outta here. I'm gonna see if one of my 
friends can help me out." He shot Layne a look before he shut the door behind him. "Since you don't even 


CARE" 


When the door slammed shut, Layne broke down. He curled up against himself on the couch and sobbed. His 


thin and weak body trembled. He couldn't help himself but snatch the already prepared needle from the 


cubbyhole... 


RRR 


Layne had tears streaming down his face when he stepped out of the shower. He glared at himself in the 


mirror, analyzing his mouth before popping his dentures in. He went back to looking at his reflection 


He couldn't get himself to look at it anymore. He fell on the lid of the toilet and sobbed. "Why do we have to 


look so much alike?" He whimpered to himself. 


He hated that he always saw his father when he looked into the mirror. Most of the time, especially this past 
year, he'd never give it a second thought. But after he found out he was going to be a father, those feelings 


came back with a vengeance and bled out like a scar that was cut back open 


He had no idea how he was going to take it when Phil got here. It was 24 hours away from them being 
reunited. Phil has called the house yesterday to let trinity and him know that he was on his drive over, since 
he would have to stop midway through the travel to stay the night at a cheap motel. 


Layne was terrified of how his father was going to look. He was terrified that he was going to look skinny and 


have that familiar expression of self pity and anger in his matching light blue eyes. He despised that look from 


an addict-especially from his own father.. 


He held his head and cried. 


The Arrival 


Layne's heart wouldn't stop racing. He couldn't sit still. He kept getting up from the couch in the living room to 


walk over to the window and see if anyone was out on their driveway. 


Trinity couldn't help but to be amused. She'd be more worried if it wasn't for the fact that she was pregnant. 
During her first trimester, she was an anxious mess. But now that it's almost over? She seemed to have no 


worry in the world. Her logic was, if she can handle having a baby and raising a kid, she can do ANYTHING. 
Because that's the scariest job there is. 

"Where the hell is he?!” Layne shrieked. He bolted back up from the couch to stare out the window. 

A laugh escaped his pregnant girlfriend. "You know what you remind me of?" She choked back another laugh 
when he just turned to shoot her a look of annoyance. "You remind me of one of those jack russell terriers. 
You know, those little dogs? They always jump around like that.” 


Layne furrowed his brow, further annoyed. "My DAD is about to show up, Trin” 


"Okay? So?" She shrugged her shoulders. "Stay calm. He's probably five zillion times more freaked out than you 


are right now." 

An anxious sigh hissed out from him. He kept those blue eyes glaring out of the window. "We haven't seen each 
other since 2001.. The last time we saw each other, it wasn't too good.. A huge argument went down." he 
licked his lips, his eyes glowing with intensity. "About fucking dope." 

"Okay. Well, it's 2004 now. You're older, he's older—" 

"He's still getting fucking high," Layne interrupted her in a deep, angry growl. 

"He's NOT here for a hook up, Layne," she reminded him. She tilted her head at him, eyeing him as his face 
seemed to smooth over after her comment. "He's here because he wants to see his son and his girlfriend. And 
be there to meet his granddaughter." 

Layne's mouth opened to try to form words. But before he could even let out a peep, knocking commenced 
loudly on their front door. Layne's eyes grew to the size of saucers. He turned to the door, but he couldn't 


seem to get himself to move. He was frozen in place. 


Trinity couldn't stop herself from laughing at his ridiculousness. She slowly got herself up from the couch and 
waddled to the door. When she slid the door open, her heart dropped. 


Layne really was the spitting image of his father. They looked almost exactly alike, aside from the fact that his 


father had aged 20+ years older than him. They had the same nose, the same eyes, the same tall build.. 
She immediately leaned in and hugged the man 


"Oh my god, you are so GORGEOUS!" Phil exclaimed once he pulled away from her. His eyes slid down to her 
belly, them growing big. "And you're about to POP, holy COW!" 


Trinity laughed as she rested a hand against her stomach. "It's nice to finally meet you, Phil.” 

He smirked. He had the exact same sloppy grin that Layne did. It was almost uncanny. 

Trinity slid the door wide open and gestured her arms inside. "Well, come on in!" She boomed. She couldn't hide 
her grin of amusement when she realized Layne had vanished from the living room. "We have some coffee in 


the kitchen Would you like a cup?" 


Phil nodded his head. "Yeah, I'd like that!" 


He sat down once trinity finally handed him the mug of coffee. It was awkward for only a little while, when 
Layne decided to finally slide back into the living room from the spare bedroom. His eyes were watery when 


they rested on his father. 


Phil immediately jumped up from the couch and pulled Layne into a tight hug. "Oh my god, Layne," he squeaked 
out. He pulled back, analyzing how much his son had changed. "You look so GOOD. So healthy... 


Layne forced a nervous laugh. "Thanks, dad.” 
It was quiet again for a while. Layne took a seat next to trinity on the couch opposite to Phil's. He couldn't 
seem to get himself to look at his dad in the eyes. He didn't want to know if he was jonzing or sick He just 


didn't want to see it. He knew he'd be able to if he caught that self hatred glimmering from them. 


Phil sighed. He knew he couldn't just pretend like nothing had happened between the two of them. He could tell 


his son was nervous and hesitant. He had to open up for once.. 


The older man fell back in the couch and rubbed his temples. "Layne.." he sounded out. He didn't even dare to 


look over at his son. "Layne.l'm sorry..." 

The vocalist tilted his head in confusion. He didn't know what his father was referring to. "What for..?" 

"For." he sighed again. He made himself peer back at Layne. And due to it, Layne had to really look at him. Phil 
really did have that look of self hatred plastered all over him. It made Layne want to curl up and cry from the 


guilt of seeing it all. "'m sorry for fucking everything." 


Layne and trinity said nothing. They kept their attention solely on him. 


Those big, blue eyes of his began to tear up. You could tell the older man was guilt-ridden. Maybe even more 
so than his own son.. "lm sorry about Demri" He seemed to flinch when he saw Layne's face twist 
uncomfortably. "I know you probably don't even want to hear her name, but I'm sorry.. I'm sorry for the 
dope. For teaching you how to do it. It was disgusting that | did that. It doesn't even matter if | was sick 
from addiction or not. Nothing excuses what | did." He bit his lip, having to keep his eyes focused on his 
hands. He couldn't look his son in the face. He was ashamed of himself. "I should've been there for you. | 


should've helped you stay OFF the shit, instead of enabling you..and using you..." 


Layne's eyes widened in shock. He didn't even know what to say. He clenched Trinity's hand, trying his best 
not to cry. The tears began to fall, anyways. He just couldn't believe that his father was actually being 


honest for once. 
Maybe he really is working on making a change.. 


"| feel so guilty for the way | left you last time," Phil admitted. Tears started to roll down his cheek when he 
glanced up to see that Layne was crying. "You were so sick.. you looked so bad.. you were so skinny, you 
just..you were so bad." His voice was weak. He was having a hard time expressing himself due to the fact 
that he was now sobbing. "I just can't believe | did that to my own fucking son." he whimpered out. His head 
fell into his hands, his thin body shaking. "I feel so much guilt. Its why | continued to get high. | kept using 
my own SON as an excuse to fucking do dope. It's.l'm so." He shook his head when he looked back up at 
Layne. "I'm so disgusting." 


Phil broke down bawling. His weak body curled in on itself, just shaking, trembling from the overwhelming 
emotions that flowed out of him. He only took enough H so he wouldn't be sick. he wasn't used to feeling this 
much emotion. He had kept it repressed for years, but now that he finally was with his son again, it just 
exploded out of him. 


He glanced back up to see that Layne was seated right next to him on the couch. His strong arms were 


wrapped tight around him. He was crying right along with him. 


"You look fucking amazing, Layne," Phil went on His eyes met his again. "I don't think I've ever seen you look 


this good before. You really look like you've finally recovered from this crap... it's inspiring." 


Layne smiled softly as he rubbed his father's back. "Maybe seeing me and our baby will motivate you, huh?" 
He smiled wider when he watched his dad nod his head. He couldn't help but to speak his mind when his father 
calmed down a little. "| was honestly expecting you to show up nodding like crazy. | was worried that | would 


have to get you to leave." 


Phil leaned back in the couch and sighed. "I wouldn't do that, son" He eyed Trinity, forcing a weak smile at 
her. "Not around your beautiful woman.. not around your child." He reached up and wiped the wetness from 


his face with the sleeve of his sweater. "God, I'm so happy for you. You're going to be an amazing father." 


Layne shot him a look of doubt. "I hope so." 
He couldn't help but to worry that he was going to end up like Phil. Because, in the back of his mind, he knew 
the need to use was always going to be there. He knew there was always a chance that he could end up 


relapsing all over again. 


And that terrified him.. 


Still, they moved on from apologizing. Layne got him to try to play super Mario brothers with him. It was 
hysterical because his father was so bad-it was like the minute Layne handed him the controller, he died. 


Trinity just laughed and watched in awe. She was shocked that they seemed to have bonded so well, despite 
their past. 


Apart of her wished she could do the same with her own father... 


Discharge 

Mike smiled over at Sam, who was winking at him from the medication unit. The brunette was leaned up 
against the counter of the huge nurse's station, watching as the PCAs were going through his luggage to re- 
count everything. They also made sure that he hadn't smuggled or hoarded any pills that they had given him 


the past nine months he had been in residential. 


He thumped his fingers against the marble counter, catching a look of irritation from one of the PCAs. He just 


shrugged at her, smiling even wider. 


Sam came skipping over to him. "I can't believe you're getting out before me," he whined. He smirked when 


mike raised an amused brow at him. 


‘Ive been here longer than you," mike commented. He couldn't help but to laugh though when Sam pouted. 


"You'll get out pretty soon, you remember what Trinity told you." 


He puffed out a breath of impatience. "It's gonna suck once you leave. | won't have anyone to bitch to about 


the other psycho patients." 

"Hey, you can't use those certain words around here," one of the PCAs reminded him. He was looking up at 
Sam from the ground, pausing from rummaging through Mike's belongings. "You know better than that.. Plus 
there's been more addicts coming in here lately as opposed to psychiatric patients." 


Sam burst out in laughter. "You think addicts aren't crazy, huh?" 


The PCA gave him another stern look. Instead of correcting him again, he zipped up Mike's suitcase. He 
rummaged through Mike's files, finally handing him paperwork to fill out. 


"Do you have a ride out?" The PCA asked as he watched the bassist finish up signing the forms. 
He nodded his head. "Yeah.. Layne and Phil are picking me up." 
Sam grinned. "Phil? As in Layne's father, Phil? The guy you've never met?" 


"Yeah," mike slurred out. He chuckled when Sam gave him a look of amusement. "Layne's kinda helping him get 


his crap together." 
"Seems like Layne wants to fix everyone, huh," his friend blurted out. 


Mike shrugged. "He's his father, you can't blame him. Plus the baby's going to pop any day now. l'm sure he 


wants his dad to be semi-sober when he meets his child" 


"What the heck is semi-sober?!" Sam shrieked. 


The both of them burst out laughing again. Mike raised a brow of amusement. "You know what | mean, man. 


just staying well." 


The PCA interrupted their strange conversation to hand mike more forms. He explained to him when he was 
going to have to arrive at the clinic to IOP (intensive outpatient), how long the days would be, and how many 
days a week he would have to be there. He also explained attendance and the random drug screening they'll 


have to do. 


It didn't take too long before mike was waiting out in the lobby. He had those brown eyes fixated out the glass 


doors. His heart was pulsating with anticipation and anxiety. 


Not only was he going to meet with Phil, but he was also going to see Nancy, Jim, and Liz later on that night. 
He knew that Layne's mother might still be a little disappointed with him for relapsing with Layne back in late 
2002. And he definitely knew Liz would be pretty hesitant towards him. Layne's sister was more protective 


over him than his own mother. It was intimidating.. 


His eyes grew wide when he saw the two tall figures tap into the lobby. They looked almost identical, aside 
from the fact that Phil was slimmer (due to still depending on drugs) and older. They both had grins on their 
faces when their gaze landed on Mike. 


Layne reached down and grabbed a few of mike's bags. When Phil attempted to take mike's suitcase for him, 
he stopped him. 


Its okay, man, | got it," mike told him with a smile. 
As they walked towards the car, Phil and mike introduced themselves to one another. Phil seemed extremely 
interested in Mike's stories of how he had met Layne and how he helped form Alice In Chains. He didn't dare 


to ask mike anything about recovery. 


He was actually going through mild withdrawals. He was slowly cutting back on the H. A blush overcame his 
face when he caught Layne eyeing him with worry as he drove them all down the road. 


"You doing okay, dad?" Layne asked. 


Phil quickly nodded his head. "Yeah.." he mumbled. He kept his eyes out the window, watching as the trees 


swiped past them as Layne continued to drive down the road. “I'm more nervous than anything." 


Mike rested a palm on Phil's shoulder from the back seat behind him. "Don't worry, man, I'm nervous about 
seeing Nancy and Liz, too.." his voice trailed off for a moment. He chewed on his lip, trying his best to stop 
his thoughts from taking over. "I didn't end on a good note with them, either." 


Phil patted mike's hand, turning around in his seat to share a soft smile with him. "Let's just hope everything 
works out okay.. if anything, we can both go out back and smoke to cool off" 


Mike chuckled. "I wouldn't mind that anyways. You seem like a cool dude." 
Phil grinned. "Well.that's cool that I'm cool." 
Layne rolled his eyes, a quiet chuckle escaping him. "You guys are fucking special." 


They all laughed for a while. Afterwards, though, it had gotten eerily silent. The air was growing thick from 
the anxiety that steamed from all three of them. They were pulling into the driveway of the house. 


Liz, Nancy, Jim, and trinity were already sitting out on the front porch. All of them were smiling, spurts of 


laughter escaping them whenever one of them cracked out a joke. 
To mike and Phil's surprise, Nancy and Liz waltzed over to the car to help mike with his stuff. 


"You look really good, Mikey," Liz commented with a smile as she dropped some of his bags on his bed. Her 


eyes swept his body, a strange expression overcoming her face. "Way better than the last time | saw you." 
Mike let out a sigh. He scratched at his scalp uncomfortably for a while. "I'm sorry about what happened.” 
She shook her head at him and gripped his hand. "There's no reason to apologize anymore. You saved Layne's 
life," she winked at him to reassure him that things were okay. "And you seem to be getting your shit 
together. Let's move on and have a good time, huh?" 

Mike grinned and nodded his head. He followed her down the hallway into the living room. He couldn't help but 
to notice the obvious anxiety that exuded from Layne's biological father. He didn't seem to be saying much. 
He just was sat next to Layne on the couch, an arm wrapped around his son's shoulders in support. 

‘lm hungry," trinity blurted out randomly in the middle of chatting with Nancy and Jim. 

Layne let out a laugh and shook his head. "Yeah? What's new." 


They all started laughing with him. Trinity crossed her arms, pretending like she was pissed off at him. "You'll 
regret saying that crap once the baby's out 


"Why's that?" Layne droned on with a grin 
"You're in charge of changing the diapers from now on," she boomed. She giggled with Nancy. "You and Mike." 


Mike threw up his arms. "Hey! | didn't do anything! Why are you punishing me?" He pouted. He laughed, 
though, when trinity winked at him. 


Suddenly, out of no where, Trinity's face changed from joy to terror. She leaned back in the couch, grabbing 
ahold of her stomach. Her eyes grew wide as she glared down at it. 


Layne jolted up from his seat. "Trin, whats wrong?" He asked, his voice cracked with fear. 
No one had to say anything, though. 


The couch was soaked where she had sat down at. Phil quickly jumped from his seat to help Layne rush her 
into the Jeep. Mike and the rest of them quickly followed behind. 


the wait was finally over.. 


Name 


"GIMME THE FUCKING DRUGS ALREADY!" Trinity screamed at the top of her lungs. She was sat up on her 
hospital bed, legs spread, hyperventilating to the point where her face was strained and burning a dark beet 


red. 
Mike couldn't help but to snicker. "Well, that's relatable." 


"Yeah, no shit," Phil giggled with him. He stopped, though, when he caught a look of judgment piercing from his 


ex wife's eyes. 


They had been in the hospital for close to three hours now. The nurses kept coming in every half hour or so 
to check on her. She was dilating, but not as quickly as she obviously wanted to. 


"GET THEM TO GIVE ME THE DAMN EPIDURAL!" Trinity went on. She had tears streaming down her reddened 


face. 


Layne bit his lip as she clamped her hand down on his and gripped tight. He cringed at the pain, but fought it. 
"They will, soon, babe," Layne soothed, 


Everyone in the room was quiet when the doctor finally tapped back into the room. A few nurses were 


following behind. And to Trinity's luck, they were finally going to start the delivery. 


‘Only two of you can stay," the doctor ordered as he turned to glance around at everyone in the room. His 


eyes shifted to meet Layne's. "Including you." 

"Mike and | will stay," Layne blurted out. 

Mike looked hesitant. He wasn't even sure what the heck to do in this situation. It was daunting enough that he 
had just gotten discharged from rehab a few hours ago. Now he's going to help his best friend's girlfriend 


deliver a baby?! 


When everyone else left the room, Layne couldn't help but to laugh at mike. "You look like you're going to shit 
yourself" 


"Well, yeah!" Mike exclaimed. "I just got out, | don't know what to fucking do!" 


Layne nodded towards the other side of Trinity. "Just comfort her. Let her hold your hand." 


Mike walked over to where he gestured to. Before he grabbed ahold of Trinity's hand, he looked down to see 
that Layne's was turning a deep purple from her grip. "I sure hope she doesn't rip off my fucking hand.. I'd 


still like to record some tracks with you.." 
Trinity swiveled her head over to face him. "I'm right here, you know!" She snapped. 


Mike flinched and quickly grabbed her hand. Irritation sketched across his face when Layne laughed. "You're a 
real dick, you know that?" 


Layne just nodded. 


They both watched as the nurse pushed the needle into Trinity's spine. It seemed as though her body finally 


relaxed a little once as the drug coursed through her. 


They kept telling her to push and reminding her to breathe. It took so long until finally the doctor told them 
that he could see the starting of the crown. Layne couldn't help himself but to skip over to the end of the 
bed to watch. 


"Oh my God," he shrieked out. He glanced up to see Trinity was looking back at him. "Her head is almost out, 
babe! Keep pushing!" 


This motivated trinity even more. Each time she pushed, a frantic, pained groan came from her. The epidural 


helped to numb her, it just made it harder for her to push because she couldn't feel anything.. 

Tears immediately streamed down Layne's face when the baby was finally out. When they cut the umbilical 
cord, the baby started to scream. Layne wanted to follow them over to the other end of the room where 
they were going to clean her, but they stopped him. So he made his way back over to trinity. 

She grabbed onto him, still short of breath. "How does she look? Is she okay?" 


Layne couldn't seem to muster out any words. But, soon enough, one of the nurses gently handed Trinity her 
crying baby. She was wrapped up in a soft white blanket, her eyes wide open 


Trinity broke out in quiet sobs. "Oh my God," she whimpered quietly. A huge grin grew on her face. Her eyes 
were glued to the innocent being. "She's beautiful, Layne..." 


Layne wrapped an arm around trinity. He reached down to the newborn baby, gently kissing her forehead. He 
curled his finger to rest upon his baby's face, gently stroking it. A huge smile played on his face when the 
baby finally started to relax. 


"She has your nose," Layne commented. He shared a smile with her. 


"Thank God for that," Mike blurted out. He laughed when Layne rolled his eyes. "I'm just saying, you have a big 


nose. 
Trinity giggled. She turned to Mike. "Do you want to hold your niece?" 

Those brown eyes grew wide as they landed on the child. "Uh.l've never held a baby before..." 

Trinity handed her over to him anyways. She laughed when fear immediately over came his face. Surprisingly 
though, he seemed to have relaxed. He began to rock her back and forth, a soft smile replacing that usual 
bitter frown, 

"Hope," he whispered. 

Layne raised a brow at him. "What..?" 


Mike smiled at the baby. "You should name her Hope..” 


Layne and trinity glanced at one another for a minute. It didn't take long for them to nod their heads in 


agreement. 
Trinity took back her child from Mike, whom was now peacefully sleeping. "Hope Aniston Staley." 


Layne cringed, which made trinity laugh all over again. "Really, Trinity?" He gave her a bored look when she 


just nodded her head. "Just. really? Cant we agree on one freaking name?" 


"We agreed on Hope," she spat out sarcastically. She giggled again when Layne furrowed his brows in 


annoyance. "Ashley would be a really crappy middle name." 
"Aye," Layne shrieked, quietly though. "No cussing.." 
"She has no idea what we're saying," Trinity slurred out between giggles. 


Layne rolled his eyes. "Fine. Her middle name can be Aniston," he crossed his arms in defiance. "Just don't be 


pissed off when she gets older and wants to change it." 
"Aw, Thomas, don't be so butthurt," Mike sung out. He laughed along with trinity. 


"You guys are.." Layne stopped himself from saying the f-bomb, which only made them laugh even harder. 


"Screw you guys...” 


Trinity's eyes lit up even more as she cradled her child. "Hope Aniston Staley...” 


Mike gripped her shoulder. "Its a beautiful name, Trin," he reassured her with a grin. 


The three of them just stood there in amazement, analyzing the innocent being. This child, this whole new 


person in this big ugly world. this child seemed to make the world seem beautiful for once. 
And as time went on, the rest of the family was allowed to join them in celebration 

Hope. 

She had brought them all Hope. 


Hope that maybe mike and Phil will finally get it together. Hope that Layne and trinity will continue to walk on 


the long, narrow path instead of the short and wide one. 


Hope that their child won't dare to make the same mistakes that they did.. 


